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	1. Chapter 1

Clark woke to the now familiar walls of Lexa's chambers. The sun was just rising and beginning to cast its golden rays through the curtains of the room. The rays of sun caught the specs of dust dancing in the air and make them look like sparks. Smiling at this sight Clarke rolled over comfortably and stuck her arm out, searching for Lexa's form. To her displeasure her fingers met the cold side of the bed. Growling in annoyance Clarke sat up slightly to take in the sight she knew she'd be met with.

The Commander of the 13 clans was standing on the far side of the room, sword in hand. She wore a dark loose shirt and skintight black trousers, her equivalent to pajamas on cold nights. Her eyes were closed and her face relaxed. At first sight one may think she was frozen, not a muscle twitched on the girl's body, not a hair dared blow in the breeze. Then she moved, like a silent strike of lightening Lexa swung her sword. She swung with such purpose and such grace that you'd think it was a dance. Though she swung her sword at full speed she did not hit anything, the motion was in complete silence. It was merely a practice swing.

"I hate it when you do that." Clarke said smiling slightly as Lexa's eyes opened at her voice. Not at all surprised.

"Do what?" Lexa said still holding the fighting stance she'd frozen in after her last strike.

"Get out of bed so easily." Clarke noted that her voice had a slight whine to it.

"You are a heavy sleeper Clarke. It is not as difficult as you'd think." Lexa lowered her sword and stood to face the Skaikru girl.

"Oh just shut up and come here." Clarke said begrudgingly laying back down. It baffled her how Lexa woke so early while often falling asleep much later than Clarke and somehow managed to not only extract herself from the bed without waking Clarke but locating her sword and doing her morning training all while Clarke slumbered on.

A slight smile crossed Lexa's face as she returned her sword to its scabbard and placed it on a nearby chair. She then climbed back onto the large bed that she and Clarke had shared for the past few weeks. Clarke avoided the Commander's dark green eyes as the girl settled herself next to her.

"You're displeased because you consider yourself weak next to me. How I can sleep less and train often." Lexa said propping her head up on her elbow. Clarke said nothing, secretly enjoying the way the Commander looked down at her, and ready to relish in whatever words were to be spoken next.

"You are anything but weak." Lexa said softly brushing Clarke's hair from her face. "You are the Ambassador of the 13th clan, your strength is their strength Clarke. Just because you sleep like a hibernating bear doesn't mean you are without power."

On her last few words Lexa leaned over and captured Clarke's lips in her own. The sensation was a familiar one as they kissed now almost daily but it still did not reduce the fiery passion that came with it. Clarke groaned slightly under Lexa's warm lips, then despite herself began to laugh.

"Was that a joke you just made Commander?" Clarke said breaking the kiss laughing.

Lexa scrunched her nose playfully down at the younger girl, a new expression she'd developed instead of admitting Clarke to be right. She made this face often.

"Shof op." Lexa said laying on staring at the ceiling.

"A hibernating bear? Really?" Clarke said sitting up slightly looking down at the girl beside her.

Lexa smiled slightly and shrugged. "They sleep quite heavily. Easy to hunt." She said matter factly.

Clarke grabbed the pillow she'd previously been using and swung it at Lexa. "Now that was definitely an insult."

Lexa blocked the blow with ease and somehow in the process managed to get a grip on Clarke's wrists. With her always surprising amount of strength the Commander pulled Clarke so that she was laying over Lexa.  
>Clarke struggled for a moment but then relaxed as she looked down at Lexa's face. A face she'd so despised a few months ago but now brought a feeling of peace and comfort within her. Lexa was the only reason her people lived, the sole reason Clarke herself was still alive. Clarke knew this as a fact. Lexa was the most driven and intelligent Commander the grounders had ever had. She not only fought and won wars, she forgave and governed. Arkadia had been pushed into hard times under Pike and Lexa had not taken the simple solution and killed them all, she had allowed them to kill Pike themselves and now permitted them to sort out their own way of governing their people. Yes Clarke knew she'd played a major role in Lexa's decision making process but Lexa was not a doe eyed love sick puppy, in her heart she knew that letting the Sky People live and changing the revenge system of her people was a step towards a brighter future. Lexa had betrayed Clarke once for the better of her people and Clarke knew that that was what she would always do. But now that Skaikru were the 13th clan Clarke needn't fear of betrayal.<p>

As the two women stared intently into one another's eyes a general sigh escaped them both and Clarke felt her body relax to that she lay on top of Lexa, her head nuzzled into the older girl's neck. The mornings were for this. Before the city of Polis truly woke up, before the council meetings, and hunting trips, and other daily duties took hold of them both they relished the mornings. Where they were not Commanders or Ambassadors where they were just two young women living simple, happy lives with one another. The two didn't speak, they'd always found themselves the most relaxed in each other's presence and this silence was so rare for them.

After several minutes of watching the sun's rays grow longer and longer across the room Clarke finally lifted herself from Lexa's body. The guards would soon be knocking on the Commander's door to escort her to the dinner hall where she would greet Titus and the other Night bloods. Clarke would be needed in the council chamber where she and the other Ambassadors were constructing a map trying to donate as much land as possible to Skaikru so they could begin farming their own land. Lexa was not needed in these meetings, as it was not a matter she could simply command results of. As she placed her bare feet on the cold stone floor Clarke felt warm lips press into her neck.

"Lexa." Clarke said weakly, relishing in the tingling sensation Lexa's lips were releasing from her neck.

"Have a good day Ambassador." Lexa said quietly, kissing Clarke's shoulders.

"You as well Heda." Clarke said fondly using all her will to rise from the bed. Once she was on her feet and dressing in the clothes she'd worn the day before Lexa too rose and began to dress. Clarke knew she needed to hurry away before the guard's arrived. She and Lexa had both agreed to keep their bond a secret as long as Skaikru's re-welcoming into the Coalition was still fresh. Many of the 12 clans still held grudges not to mention Pike's supporters in Arkadia. Lexa said that such news were put too much strain on an already fragile bridge between clans. Clarke agreed though she felt such distance between herself and her people.

She had not been to Arkadia for almost a year; she had not seen her mother, Raven, Monty, any of them for months. She'd only seen Octavia in passing and had not spoken to her other than in formal context. Octavio spent move of her time in Polis training with Indra but also served as a messenger between Arkadia and Polis.

XXX

Clarke left Lexa's chambers a few minutes later and had to duck into a corridor so as not to be seen by the guards. She'd stayed much too long this morning. Though at first she joked to herself that she was only doing the _Walk of Shame _now it felt a lot more like walking through a minefield. She now almost wanted someone to make the connection so as to avoid the secret she and Lexa were living. She shook her hear of the thought, knowing that that reality was still quite a distance away.

Clarke returned to her chamber to her perfectly made bed, that she had barely used in the last month. She poured herself a glass of water from the pitcher on her table and looked out her window over Polis. The vibrant city was very much awake now, its citizens bustling out and about trading furs and food, children racing through the streets playing some chasing game, elders sitting by their shops speaking to whoever happened to pass by. Clarke suddenly felt a pang of loneliness. Sure within the tower she was familiar enough with its residents to greet them as they walked by but she couldn't really speak to them. In Arkadia she would know each and every person she walked by, and could speak with them freely. But speak to them about what? Today there were no wars to be fought, no food to be found, no recent deaths to mourn.

She smiled at the thought of speaking of Lexa, a comedic image of her Octavia and Raven sitting on a bed cross-legged crossed her mind. Maybe someday Clarke thought.

A knock on her door snapped her from her daydreaming.

"Wanheda." a gruff guard's voice called.

"Yes?" Clarke asked firmly.

"The Ambassadors await your arrival." The guard said.

"Thank you." Clarke said placing her water on the table and grabbing several of her maps and notes and opening the door for the guard.


	2. Chapter 2

Clarke plunked herself on the bed like a ton of bricks. She groaned into her pillow audibly.  
>It had been a very long day. The Ambassadors of the other clans had been particularly enthusiastic today and felt the need to complete the mapping out of the land for Skaikru. This was all well and good except that she had spent the better part of 12 hours in the stuffy council chamber arguing every little detail for her people. After a moment Clarke lifted her head to look out her window. The sky was cloudy tonight so the sky was dark an ominous. Below the city's lights were beginning to dim as the residents settled down for the night.<p>

There was a knock on her door. Clarke looked at it confused. Lexa never came to her room, Clarke always waited until the guards had left her to go to her Chamber. There was something strange about the Commander making several nightly visits to her room.

"Enter." Clarke said hesitantly unsure of who was to walk into the room. The great oak doors opened and in walked Octavia.

"Hey." Clarke said feeling herself relax at the familiar face.

"Hey Clarke." Octavia said with all and any amount of warmth she could muster.

"How are you?" Clarke said feeling that push on the conversation.

"I'm alright. You know, busy." Octavia said awkwardly, then she released some of the tension in her face. "I've got wicked saddle sores from riding back and forth from here and home."

Clarke noted how strange it was that Octavia referred to Arkadia as home since she struggled fitting in there even more than Clarke.

Clarke smiled. "I bet you do."

"Yeah." Octavia said scuffing her feet on the floor. "So in a few weeks I'm going to be heading there for a while. Titus is drawing up the official land plans and wants me to deliver them. Then I'll probably stay there for a while. You know, because I won't be needed as much here." Octavia said the last few words pointedly at Clarke.

"I'm needed here Octavia." Clarke said realizing what Octavia was getting at.

"Come on Clarke, we know that's not true!" Octavia said with a hint of aggression. "Once the land is divided Indra told me the council will be meeting a lot less. You can come home."

"Octavia…" Clarke began.

"Clarke." She said forcefully cutting her off. "How can you call yourself our Ambassador when you don't even know us anymore?"

"I..."

"Come with me Clarke." Octavia pleaded.

Clarke felt her mouth go dry. "I'll… I'll need to talk to Lexa…"

"Screw Lexa." Octavia yelled.

Clarke couldn't help but smirk slightly to herself at Octavia's choice of words.

"She's the Commander Octavia. I need to get her permission." Clarke said composing herself once more.

Octavia's eyes searched Clarke's face for a moment before she let the air from her lungs.

"You should come home Clarke."

"I know. I'll see what I can do." Octavia narrowed her eyes. "I promise." Clarke added.

"Okay." Octavia said walking to the door.

"Octavia" Clarke called suddenly feeling a sinking pit in her stomach. "Am I still one of your people?"

At this Octavia laughed. "Clarke… I'm the wrong person to ask, I think between the two of us I've got to ask myself that question a lot more."

Clarke smiled, Octavia caught her eye. "Come with me Clarke. They'll never see us truly at peace unless we both go." Then she was gone.

Clarke sighed and sat on her bed. Octavia was right, a long as there was still this gap between her people and the grounders they could never truly be at peace with one another. She couldn't help but wonder how her going to Arkadia would help the situation. Her people knew her as the mass murderer who saved them, and then left them, what would her return mark? No her being in Arkadia would almost even make her people question what the grounders were doing. It wouldn't build trust; it would only increase skepticism. Her returning home would do nothing. Her.

Then the idea struck her, it was absurd, but maybe could come true.

XXXX

Lexa's voice sounded tired as she answered Clarke's nightly knock with her usual "Enter."

Upon entering the room Clarke saw that Lexa had clearly had as just a vigorous day mentally, and physically too apparently.  
>The Commander had a deep gash on her bicep and was attempting to clean it with her non-dominant hand.<p>

"Here" Clarke said tenderly sitting beside Lexa and taking the bloody cloth from her. Lexa smiled her faint smile as Clarke set to work cleaning the wound. It was from one of the training swords of the Nightbloods. Lately on the days she worked with them she'd come home with more and more cuts or scrapes. They were clearly getting better.

"Aden?" Clarke asked noting that this cut was particularly deep.

Lexa nodded. "He is growing stronger with each day. I think tomorrow I'll send him home with a few sparring wounds though, he's growing too bold and careless."

"Then you probably shouldn't reward him with your blood." Clarke said smirking, placing a bandage on the wound which was still oozing the black blood of the Commander.

"I'll keep that in mind." Lexa said rolling down her sleeve to cover the bandage. "Thank you Clarke."

"You're welcome Lexa." Letting the girl's name roll off her tongue. Lexa held her gaze for a moment before rising to fill two glasses of water.

"Titus informed me that the land arrangements were completed today." She said continue to stand handing a cup to Clarke. "Your days will be less occupied from now on."

Clarke sipped her water thoughtfully, trying to put her proposition to words.

"Yes." Clarke said placing her water on the bedside table and rising placing her hands on Lexa's pointed hips. "I spoke to Octavia about it today."

Lexa placed her water on the table as well and rested her hands on Clarke's. "I'm glad to hear it. She has been the only other Skaikru in Polis for a while now."

Lexa leaned in and kissed Clarke's forehead. Clarke felt herself relax at Lexa's touch and raised her hands to wrap over Lexa's shoulders. The two girls stood in silence relishing in the contact. Clarke found it was often Lexa who instigated these beautiful moments; it pained her slightly because she knew Lexa hadn't had them for such a long time. The girl had been robbed of her last love and had probably spent too many nights alone in this room to her thoughts.

Lexa pulled Clarke closer and the two girl's lips met. Clarke sighed as she felt her mind relax and let the worries of the day fade away. The kiss was warm and light without an immense amount of passion or drive. It was a relaxed kiss that lasted a moment before Clarke pulled back, unable to contain her thoughts any longer.

"Octavia said I should go to Arkadia with her." Clarke said looking down. She felt Lexa's brow crease.

"You could." Lexa said after a moment. Surprised Clarke looked up at the taller girl. Lexa's eyes were searching hers. "You could go. The council will not meet again formally for a moon. You could return home, many of the Ambassadors will be. You should spend some time with your people."

This answer surprised Clarke; she had expected Lexa to be firm in the fact that she as an ambassador was needed in Polis.

"They aren't just my people." Clarke said slowly, starting to release the floodgates of ideas she had been conceiving ever since speaking with Octavia.

"Clarke?" Lexa said her brow creasing even further.

"They are your people as well. " Clarke said looking at Lexa. "You've said so yourself."

Lexa examined Clarke before nodding. "I did."

"So you should spend some time with them." Clarke said quickly. Before Lexa had a chance to retort she ploughed on. "How can they respect your leadership when you are just a name or a reputation. My people elect leaders from a vote; they know the candidates, not just as a reputation but as a person, a real person. But you as their new commander are just a faceless grounder. How can they respect or be lead by you if they don't know you. You've told me that you will sometimes visit other clans. Have a festival or some form of celebration to make the clan feel included. Then why not the same of Skaikru, are they no less worthy of your presence than any other clan."

Clarke finished her verbal explosion panting. She had apparently forgotten to breath whilst speaking. She stared almost sheepishly at Lexa, searching for some form of reaction from her. Lexa's face was unreadable. Clarke knew that at this moment she was no longer speaking to Lexa but the Commander. Lexa's hands left her hips and the girl took a step back, her eyes losing their golden green shine, and being replaced with a cold dark look.

"Clarke I cannot do that." She said simply. "Skaikru have proved themselves to be far too untrustworthy for me to enter their camp. If I was to even try I would need to bring several guards with me, which I do not think would help the situation in any way. "

Clarke reached for recapture Lexa's hips, she was not going to let Lexa slip away into the Commander that easily. "But what better way to gain their trust than show them that you are human and capable of compassion."

Clarke immediately regretted her choice of words and Commander's expression of distaste did not soften the stupidity she felt.

"Not in that way." Clarke said quickly. "I Just mean, I think allowing them to hold a celebration or something and showing that you like them can have fun, can laugh, smile and socialize will gain you little more respect. You go to them and they will like you even more."

Lexa raised an eyebrow. "And I would do this with you?"

"I could ease the introduction." Clarke confirmed. Trying to hide any selfish feelings she was having of not wanting to be parted from Lexa. "You would do this for and with your people." She said taking a step back from the Commander to enforce the formality of their conversation. "I would merely be your Ambassador."

Lexa narrowed her eyes in thought. "I will consider this Clarke of the Sky People." She then straightened herself and put her hands behind her back, the stance she took when about to make a proclamation. "But you will travel to Arkadia before me. You will arrange any festivities with your people. You will also ensure that I will indeed be safe whilst visiting your people. They must first become familiar with yourself again before you introduce them to me. Does this sound fair to you?"

Clarke nodded and hesitantly took a step towards the other girl. Not entirely happy with the conclusion but pleased that Lexa was actually considering visiting Arkadia.  
>Sensing that Lexa was not tensing as she approached Clarke took that as a signal that their formal conversation had ended.<p>

"Thank you." Clarke said quietly wrapping her arms around her and placing her head on the older girl's chest. Lexa placed a hand on Clarke's back and ran the other through the girl's long blond hair.

"You are welcome." Lexa said gently into Clarke's hair. Clarke lifted her head to look into Lexa's green eyes. Their lips were only an inch apart and she could feel the older girl's warm breath on her face. Taking a breath Clarke closed the gap between their faces with a kiss.

This kiss was stronger than the previous one they had shared. Clarke felt a burning in her chest as she deepened the kiss with Lexa. Lexa seemed to be sharing this drive and sucked Clarke's lower lip into her mouth.

Clarke attempted to stifle the groan the action brought from her chest. She felt Lexa's face smile as the two kissed. She seemed to take energy from Clarke's groan and kissed the younger girl more feverishly. Abandoning her lips and beginning to kiss along Clarke's neck and collarbone. A now familiar path she treaded often. Lexa was rewarded with groans increasing in volume and Clarke's hands were beginning to wander along Lexa's hips, where her shirttails hung loosely.

After a particularly strong kiss on her pulse point Clarke pulled Lexa's shirt over her head.

The two stopped kissing for a moment as Clarke admired the body of the woman before her. Thought her smooth skin was marred with several large scars she was still beautiful. Her body was toned and tough and she was no less confident now than when she had been covered by a shirt. Feeling the desire to feel her skin against Lexa's Clarke removed her shirt and unhooked her bra. Feeling Lexa's eyes combing over her body Clarke took the girl's hand and pulled her towards the bed, just as she felt the back of her legs his the baseboard Lexa kissed her once more, the most intense kiss yet. Clarke felt herself being lowered onto the soft bed and Lexa climbed on top of her. Clarke spread her legs to accommodate Lexa's form and the girl rested her body on top of the blond. The heat of their skin sent shivers through Clarke's body and she founded herself wrapping her arms around Lexa pulling her closer. The two fit together perfectly, it curved and bone seemed to fit cohesively together, including their lips.


	3. Chapter 3

"You've got to be kidding me." Octavia said jaw dropped when Clarke told her that Lexa had agreed to travel to Arkadia.

"Yes." Clarke said affirmatively. "She told the council this morning. She will travel there in 3 weeks."

Octavia could only stare at her in disbelief. Clarke couldn't help but smile. Lexa must have thought about her proposition all night because when Clarke woke Lexa was as usual at the foot of the bed sword in hand.

"I have called for a council meeting." She had said simply.

"What for?" Clarke said rubbing the sleep from her eyes.

"If I am to travel to Arkadia I will need to arrange for how matters are to be dealt with in my absence." She had said it so simply that Clarke hadn't fully grasped what she was saying at first.  
>Then Lexa had smiled, one of the rare full smiles that she reserved only for Clarke's eyes. It extended from her mouth all the way to her eyes and made her look not like the all-powerful Commander of the 13 clans but as a beautiful, happy young woman. Clarke couldn't decide whether she wished the world could see Lexa's beautiful smile or whether she should be selfish and relish in the fact that only she got to see it.<p>

"So what is the plan then?" Octavia said snapping Clarke from her thoughts.

"We will ride for Arkadia in a week to tell them about the land arrangements and help prepare the festival."

"Figures she'd make us to the work."

"Come on Octavia." Clarke pleaded, "It will be a chance for us to get to know them, and for us to truly celebrate that we have peace."

"If you say so Clarke."

XXXX

Rain pounded against the walls of the tower and Clarke emitted a slight huff of frustration.

She couldn't get Lexa's eyebrows right. She creased her brow as she scribbled furiously with her charcoal.

Movement. She froze and glanced up. Lexa was simply shifting slightly in her sleep on the couch. The book she had been reading still held firmly in her hand. Clarke smiled fondly at the sight of the sleeping Commander. Lexa had been planning to take the Nightbloods on a training hike today but the rain had proved too extreme to travel and Lexa had instead chose to spend the day in her chamber. To which Clarke was grateful of since tomorrow she and Octavia were to travel to Arkadia. As long as the rain stops, Clarke thought glancing out the window at the dark brewing sky.

Lexa shifted again in her sleep, releasing her grip on the book as she did so, sinking into a deeper sleep. Clarke hoped the book wouldn't fall and wake her. Lexa got so little sleep Clarke wondered some days how she functioned. She would often not fall asleep until past midnight and would wake with the sun.

Clarke actually liked when Lexa dozed off, it not only showed how relaxed she was but it gave Clarke a better chance to try and draw her. She'd only had the chance to draw a few Grounders since arriving on Earth but Lexa was by far the most different from her own people. Her bone structure, expressions, and complexion were like nothing she'd ever encountered on the Ark.

Clarke concentrated on Lexa's eyebrows before she saw it. The twitch, the tell tale sign that Lexa was about to wake from a nightmare. If happened often whenever Lexa napped and fairly often as she slept through the night. More than once Clarke had awoken with a jolt to find Lexa thrashing slightly in her sleep. The first time she'd tried to wake her Lexa had somehow (while still asleep) managed to punch Clarke in the face, splitting her lip. So now Clarke did nothing but wait for Lexa to wake herself up. This made Clarke feel slightly guilty for whenever she found herself back in Mount Weather Lexa would somehow ease her out of the nightmare peacefully and Clarke would wake with her face resting against Lexa's chest and the girl squeezing her tightly, easing her back reality.

Lexa twitched again, this time the movement encompassed her upper body. One more Clarke thought, folding up her drawing and sliding it under the chair she was sitting on. Clarke wondered what dream plagued the Commander this time. Was it the dream of assignation, pain, or loss? On her third twitch Lexa sat upright with a quiet yell. Her panicked eyes scanned the room and fell on Clarke. Recognizing her and her reality Lexa collapsed back down on the couch exhaling sharply and covering her face with her hands. Calming herself down.

"Was that a bad one?" Clarke asked rising and sitting next to the shaking girl placing a hand on her shoulder. Lexa took Clarke's hand and sat up.

"No worse than usual" She said squeezing Clarke's hand slightly. "I'm sorry"

"Don't be." Clarke said kissing the side of Lexa's head. The Commander shut her eyes and relaxed herself into Clarke who subconsciously ran her hands through Lexa's braided hair.

"I'll miss this." Clarke confessed as she breathed in Lexa's scent; A piney, smoky yet sweet smell.

"As will I." Lexa said opening her eyes, placing a hand on Clarke's cheek rubbing her thumb across Clarke's lips. Clarke kissed the finger and pulled Lexa in tighter, connecting their lips.

A knock at the door sent both women scurrying. Clarke found herself on her feet and backing up into her chair. Lexa had shot up to her feet, her back straight.

"Enter." She called as Clarke needing something to do grabbed the book that Lexa had been reading an opened it to a random page. She glanced surreptitiously over the top of the book to see who had entered the room.

Octavia walked into the room looking very out of place. She had evidently never been in the Commander's chambers before and clearly impressed. Her eyes darted along the high ceiling, to the large window, to the lavish bed, then finally on Clarke. She looked at her confused. Lexa cleared her throat.

"What can I do for you Octavia kom Skaikru?"

Octavia straighten herself. "Heda, I have come to ask what amenities you will require during your visit in Arkadia. They will need to build something for you to stay in. "

The Commander nodded. "I will only require a secluded room, preferably with easy access to the outdoors. Solid walls are preferred."

"Thank you Heda, Clarke and I will ensure your requests are met." Octavia said bowing slightly and catching Clarke's eyes questionably. Clarke simply nodded her acknowledgment of what had been said. Not sure how to respond to Octavia's gaze.

"Clarke." Octavia said turning now to fully address her. "We are leaving at dawn, rain or shine. Titus is getting us horses. I'll see you then?"

"Of course Octavia." Clarke said putting her book down and rising. "I'll also take note of any other requests the Commander may have." Clarke said nodding at Lexa.

"Okay." Octavia said slowly walking backwards out of the room. "Goodbye Commander. I will see you soon." She shut the door as she left.

Lexa smirked at the sound of the door clicking shut and tried to stifle her laughter.

"What?" Clarke asked confusedly looking around for the source of the other girl's amusement.

"You cannot read Trigedasleng can you?" Lexa said gesturing to the book in Clarke's hand which she only noticed now was covered in strange markings and lines.

"Maybe I'm trying to learn." Clarke exclaimed loudly as Lexa's laughter.


	4. Chapter 4

"Have you spoken to Bellamy since Pike died?" Clarke asked Octavia as the two road along the trail towards Arkadia.

"Barely." She scoffed. "He's pretty quiet lately. Embarrassed if you ask me."

"As long as he's okay with the way things are being run now." Clarke said thinking of poor Bellamy who had been through just as much as her but somehow seemed to be on the other side of this wall they'd built.

"It doesn't matter if he is or isn't." Octavia said kicking her horse slightly to speed up its trot. "Your mom and Kane won't let him anywhere near any form of leadership. I'm surprised they didn't lock him up honestly. Lincoln said it was talked about but they didn't for my sake." At this she laughed. "And he was the one threatening to lock me up."

"I'm sure he's thinking clearly now." Clarke said hopefully. Enjoying how Octavia was opening up slightly to her. The two had been riding in near silence for over two hours since leaving Polis. Though Clarke felt strange leaving Polis knowing it was going to be two until she saw Lexa or the other grounders again she couldn't help but feel a little excitement to be returning home. She was beginning to recognize more and more landmarks that told her they were nearing Arkadia.

"We'll see." Octavia said ominously as the two emerged from the trees onto a grassy plain. They were nearly there.

Suddenly the two's horses started in fear. The sound of a motor roared over the peaceful sounds of the forest rover appeared on the far hill. Clarke reined in her startled horse and broke into a laugh.

Raven was driving the rover and blasting music from it. Monty and Jasper were sticking their heads out of the windows and waving. Raven braked the rover hard and it skidded to a stop.

"Race you Grounders home." She yelled over the music.

"HAHA!" Octavia yelled spurring her horse. "You'll try." Clarke spurred her horse as well and the two horses sprinted after the already speeding rover. Clarke's horse was no match for the Octavia's mare who seemed to almost enjoy the race as much as she did, the two sped ahead over the final hill and Arkadia came into view.

Clarke reined in her horse at the top of the hill and let the rover and Octavia continue on. She stared down at the bustling camp below her. It had certainly grown since she'd last been there. When she left before it had only been the remaining Ark station that stood and a few makeshift huts. Now the walls had expanded and several more study looking cabins had been built. The camp almost reminded her of Polis, market and settlements surrounding a large and ominous structure.

The gates opened and the rover and Octavia entered the camp, before fully disappearing though Octavia stopped and waved for her to follow.

Clarke spurred her horse and the two trotted down the hill towards the main gate.  
>Once she was inside she dismounted and was immediately engulfed in a firm hug.<br>Jasper has flung his lanky body over her and was embracing her so hard she almost fell over.

As soon as Jasper released her Monty hugged her, much less forcefully but still with emotion, then came Raven who limped over to her and hugged her with one arm. Admittedly she was the most pleased to see Raven out of all of them, she felt that Raven and her had been hurt most by this world and for that reason had bonded somehow.

"Good to see you Clarke." She said, her voice muffled.

"You too." Clarke said sincerely.

The two broke apart and a path cleared for Abby and Kane to approach.

"Welcome home Clarke" Kane said smiling as Abby pulled her into the tightest hug yet.

"I'm glad your safe." Abby said and Clarke couldn't help but rolling her eyes. Of course she was safe. Her mom had known this.  
>As her mother released her Clarke gave an awkward nod. "Me too."<p>

"The last rider said that you had figured out the land plans." Kane said.

"Let her rest first Markus. Then we will start with that." Abby said harshly.

"No." Clarke removing her bags from her horse. "The ride wasn't bad. I'm fine. Octavia?"

"Good to go." Octavia gave her the thumbs up.

"You're sure?" Abby's concern was burning through her face.

"Mom." Clarke said almost laughing. "You have no idea how little rest I get anyway." Abby stared at her for a moment before admitting defeat and nodding.

Clarke and Octavia waved goodbye to their friends and began to walk towards the station. In the corner of the gathered crowd Clarke caught a set of familiar dark eyes and tousled black hair. She stopped in front of Bellamy. He stared at her and gave a half smile.

"Good to see you." He said awkwardly. Making a decision Clarke pulled him into a hug. He resisted at first but after a moment returned the embrace.

"Great to see you." She said forcing brightness into her voice. Everyone makes mistakes she thought, picturing Lexa walking away at the doors of Mount Weather.

Kane cleared his throat and Clarke released Bellamy. Octavia held out her hand to her brother and the two shared an arm squeeze before the girls entered the Ark station.

XXXXX

"A celebration?" Abby said appalled. "Is she crazy?"

The discussion on land arrangements had taken several hours as the maps were hand drawn and difficult to understand. Finally though they had moved on to the visit of the Commander.

"It was actually my idea." Clarke said insulted by her mother's reaction. Octavia laughed lightly.

"I think it's actually a great idea." Kane said staring at the nearest candle in thought. "It will help to break down this wall we've built between us and the grounders and instead we can start building a bridge."

"But for us to throw a party for her." Abby said exasperated.

"It doesn't need to be a huge celebration." Octavia said cutting in. "Just even a dinner or some form of party. Paint her in a good picture instead of the woman who betrayed us."

Abby huffed at the memory.  
>"I think we could throw together at least one good night of festivities in the next two weeks." Kane said happily. "Give her and her people a nice warm welcoming. They've done the same for us."<p>

Clarke smirked slightly as Abby glared at Kane. No doubt there was going to be a conversation once she and Octavia left.

They spent the next hour mapping out the plans for the celebration and how they would house Lexa and her men. It was only after Clarke foolishly gave into her driving temptation to yawn that Abby called the meeting adjourned.

Octavia went off to find Lincoln who apparently often slept in the woods. Kane went off to check on the guards and Clarke was left awkwardly standing with her mother.

"How have you been Clarke?" Abby asked tentatively. Clarke tried to hide her annoyance at the question. She knew that Abby just wanted to be involved with her since she was after all her daughter but Clarke didn't feel like Abby was her mother. She'd functioned independently for so long and Abby had done such terrible things.  
>However, since it had been so long Clarke decided to give in to Abby's wishes to talk.<p>

"I've actually been really good." She said lightly. "Polis keeps me busy and I feel like I'm actually helping our people."

"You could do just as much for our people here."

"But I can't be here very long." Clarke said not wanting to enter the realm of that conversation. "Mom. When I left after Mount Weather its not because I wanted to, it was because I had to and I still know that the reasons I left are here."

Almost as if on cue she saw Jasper walk by and noticed he had a slight stagger to his walk. He had been drinking. Octavia had said that losing Mya had changed him; her killing Mya had broken him.

"I'll stay as long as the Commander stays but then I'll go back to Polis." Clarke said starting to walk away. "Goodnight." She called back leaving Abby in the dust. It was only after the Ark was out of sight that Clarke realized she had no idea where she was going. She didn't really have anywhere to sleep. Anytime she'd truly been here she'd spent the nights in medical. That was not an option now.

Clarke began to wander along the tight streets of the newly built shelters and cabins, most of Arkadia's residents were asleep so the village only echoed with light sounds of fire's crackling and crickets singing. She's walked around the camp completely twice when she heard her name being called. She turned to see Raven limping up to her waving her hand.

"Hi." Clarke said grateful to see a familiar face.

"Your mom mentioned that you might need a place to sleep." Raven said lightly and Clarke felt a twang of guilt for walking away so quickly. She however laughed lightly.

"Yeah. I'm so used to being held up in medical I guess I never really settled here. "

"It just so happens that I need a roommate." Raven said as brightly as Raven can sound.

"Thanks Raven." Clarke said following the girl into the Ark. They walked along the hall only a few minutes before Raven opened the door to a compartment

"It's not huge but it's got a bed for you." Raven said holding her arm up so that Clarke could pass her.

She was right; the room was smaller than most family compartments. This probably housed either a couple or an elder. It was very minimal with only a small sink, no bathroom, and two metal beds pushed against either wall. One bed was clearly used often while the other looked cold and lonely. Clarke sat on the unclaimed bed and sighed, she'd forgotten how comfortable the beds on the Ark were. Her and Lexa's beds were made of animal pelts and straw while the Ark had sprung mattresses.

"High living am I right?" Raven laughed at Clarke's reaction.

"You have no idea how uncomfortable Grounder beds can be." Clarke said removing her worn jacket. "They wouldn't know comfort if it was standing right in front of them."

Raven laughed as she removed her jacket and leg brace. Clarke untied her shoes and got under the cotton blankets of the bed.

"Thank Raven." Clarke said once they were both settled and Raven had turned out the light. "I appreciate it."

"No problem Clarke." Raven said through the darkness. "Now I know this is the part where we are supposed to have girl chats and gossip about our lives but…." She gave a large yawn. "Can we do that another time, it's been a long day."

Clarke chuckled. "If you want Raven." Raven didn't respond so Clarke assumed she was already drifting off. Clarke stared at the metal ceiling, it seemed so unfamiliar, compared to her roof in Polis, she'd also gotten used to sleeping with someone else. Her bed felt small and cold with just her in it. She silently cursed Lexa for being so warm as she rolled to her side curling her body trying to create some form of heat in the cold blankets. The Commander it seemed always emitted high amounts of heat that Clarke had come to love. Clarke fell asleep peacefully thinking of the days to come and wondering what the Commander of the 13 clans was doing at that specific moment.


	5. Chapter 5

President Wallace stood before her, his worn elderly face more wrinkled and shadowed than she remembered it. Though he smiled sweetly at her he held Raven's severed head at his side. Slowly he lifted it up and grinned broadly revealing sharp fangs instead of teeth.

"Noo." Clarke yelled her voice cracking as she heaved the lever to let the radiation in.

She looked back up to see Wallace's face returned to normal, but his smile was replaced with a fearful once, Raven's head was gone. Now he was holding a basket of fruit and offering it to her.

"Clarke?" He asked afraid. "What have you done."

Clarke turned to see dozens of bloody bodies before her, all moaning her name.

She screamed, and her scream mingled with the 200 dead Mountain Men.

"CLARKE!"

The closest body yelled her name.

"CLARKE WAKE UP." The woman yelled and suddenly Clarke was staring at the metal ceiling of her room in the Ark.

"CLARKE." Raven called again. Gasping Clarke turned her head to see the other girl sitting awkwardly up in bed. "Jeez." Raven said laying back down. "You scared me half to death. I hate when you do that."

"I'm sorry." Clarke said wiping the sweat pouring from her brow. "They've gotten worse since I've been here."

"I can tell." Raven chuckled. "The first night you were here I thought someone was murdering you."

Clarke chuckled at the memory. She had been so exhausted on her first night back in Arkadia that she'd drifted off to sleep with ease only to be awoken several hours later to Raven shaking her.

"Sorry. I woke you again." Clarke said sheepishly.

"Don't worry about it." Raven said taking a deep breath and sitting up again. "We should probably be up anyway. Get ready for that party thing."

"That's right." Clarke said suddenly feeling bright. "She's coming today." Both girls through off their blankets and started to dress. Raven slightly slower than Clarke because she had to put her let brace on.

The corridors of the Ark were bustling as Clarke and Raven emerged from their compartment. It seemed like everyone had something to do and so little time to do it. It had been a busy two weeks, between constructing extra shelters for the visitors and clearing a piece of land large enough to hold even a small festivity. At the same time many farmers and builders had been branching off to the new land assigned by the council to begin farming and cultivating.

Clarke had spent most her time shut away in a room with her mother and other leaders trying to arrange the day-to-day functions of Arkadia but she was also surprised to find herself accompanying many of the hunter parties into the woods. The 8 months she'd spent on her own in the forests had taught her a lot about tracking and hunting and she was now an asset. Since Octavia and Bellamy were also skilled at hunting the three would often head out together. It gave them all the chance to rekindle their bonds and catch up.

Bellamy was truly sorry for the part he'd played in the murder of Indra's army but was not entirely ready to admit that Pike was a poor leader. Clark knew that his loses were still fresh and his anger still burning, she just hoped he'd soon be able to relax into this peace.

After she and Raven ate their breakfast in the dining hall Clarke went outside to the newly developed clearing. It had taken some time but after a lot of hard work all the trees had been cleared and all rocks and hills removed. Now the clearing was about 200m across and was a rounded shape, the earth in the middle very firm, this would be the dance floor. Several Arkadians were hard at work pitching large tents that would serve as shelter incase it became cold later in the night. Raven walked over to a large pile of equipment, the party's sound system and began tinkering away. Clarke smiled as she watched her people work. This was by far the largest event they'd ever put together. It wasn't that they didn't enjoy parties on the Ark; they just never had the space to pull everyone together. She hoped that this night would be one to remember.

"Clarke give us a hand!" Octavia yelled from across the clearing where she and several others were unloading firewood from a wagon. Clarke happily trotted over to help

"Are you excited?" Octavia asked Clarke as they carried a large log to the large pile of wood next to the fire pit.

"Yes. It should be a really great night." Clarke said truthfully looking around trying to image how the clearing would look after nightfall. "You?"

"We'll see." Octavia said huffing as they threw the log onto the pile. "I'm not sure if the Grounders will like our taste in music."

"I'm sure it will be fine." Clarke said wiping her hands on her pants.

"If not." Octavia said crossing back to the wagon. "We will just give them some of Monty's moonshine and they'll be right as rain."

"Monty's making moonshine?" Clarke asked slightly amused.

"Oh, is he ever." Octavia said gleefully. "Why do you think you haven't seen him much lately? I'm planning on giving some to Lincoln and saying it's juice."

"Octavia." Clarke said trying to sound stern but also laughing at the idea of a drunk Lincoln, laughing even more at the thought of a drunk Lexa.

Clarke spent the next few hours wandering around the camp doing various jobs to help out, tasks that varied from skinning rabbits, to pitching tents, to cleaning dishes. In truth she was happy to do the work, she felt like she was ready to jump out of her skin. Since they didn't really have an open line of communication with the grounders they didn't know exactly when to expect Lexa. They'd had a rider yesterday arrive to say Lexa would be coming today but failed to provide a time of day.  
>It was mid afternoon and Clarke was scrubbing a large pot that seemed determined to stay greasy when she heard the horns. She instantly dropped the pot in the soapy water and took off at a run towards the main gate. By the time she got there a large crowd was already standing on the path murmuring, some voices sounded excited, others apprehensive. The man nearest her was actually swearing under his breath. She was about to say something to him when she heard Kane calling her name. She pushed her way through the crowd and stood beside her mother, Kane, and a few other of the officials.<p>

The guards called back and forth to one another and the gates began to open. As the gates slowly eased apart the murmurs from the crowd increased in apprehension. A horse whinnied from the other side of the wall and Clarke craned her neck to look passed the doors. Then she saw them. Lexa was at the front of her caravan on a large black stallion. She looked truly magnificent but also terrifying sitting on top of her large steed in full armor and war paint. Had Clarke had the chance she would have told Lexa to dress as normally as possible to make her seem less frightening.  
>Behind her stood about 20-30 grounders some on horseback others on foot, with them they had two large wagons. Though some of these grounders were warriors others were not, some wore less armor and seemed much more personable, there was also a lot more woman in the assembly than Clarke had seen in most of Lexa's armies.<p>

"Welcome!" Kane called as Lexa kicked her horse through the doors, almost hesitantly her eyes were darting around the faces of the strangers before her. "Welcome Commander of the 13 clans to our home Arkadia. " Kane called loudly so everyone present could hear him.

"Thank you. Markus of the Sky People." Lexa responded even louder than Kane; her voice much more used to projecting itself. " It is a pleasure. And greetings to you Skaikru." She called looking at the staring afraid faces. "I am Commander Lexa." She dismounted her horse, which Clarke thought was a wise decision. It made her much less oppressive looking. "I am your Commander, your protector, and your guest."

"Protector!" A derisive voice called from the crowd. Clarke's heart sank as she saw the crowd part to make room for the man who had been cursing under his breath. "Then why did you and your people kill us? Why did you leave us?" Before a guard could grab him the man barged onto the path and stood about 10ft from Lexa. "What makes you think we welcome you as our guest?" Both Clarke and Lexa opened their mouths to retort but before either of them had the chance to react someone from the crowd swung their fist and punched the man squarely in the jaw. He dropped like a load of bricks.

The crowd gasped. The puncher stepped from the crowd and stood to face Lexa. "This woman is our protector, she is our guest." Bellamy said loudly massaging his fist. "Though our relationship with the Grounders has been strained this Commander has proved her loyalty to us and has let us into her Coalition; for our own protection. It is time for us to let go of the past and focus on our future; A future without war or death, a future of peace. That future starts today with tonight. " He turned to face Lexa and to Clarke's complete and utter surprise sank to one knee. "We welcome you Commander."

Those nearest Bellamy applauded and one by one sank to their knees. At her side Clarke sensed Kane first, and then her mother follow suit and soon the entire of Skaikru were on their knees looking at Lexa. Clarke smiled, somehow through all of this Lexa had remained composed but she had clearly not been expecting this. She held up a hand and a small smile flickered across her face.

"Tonight we will celebrate, we will celebrate the lives of those we have lost and we shall begin our future together. Now rise people of Skaikru for we are all equal now."

The crowd rose and applauded once more before making way for the caravan to enter the village. Clarke saw Lexa take a step forward and began to walk, Clarke couldn't help but chuckle because she knew the Commander how no clue where she was going, but she didn't let it show for one moment.

Clarke rushed up to her.

"This way Commander." She said holding out and arm in the direction of the new shelters that had been built for their visit. Lexa saw her and nodded gratefully.

"That could have gone much worse." Lexa said quietly as she and Clarke walked slightly ahead of the rest of her group.

"I agree." Clarke had experienced one or two nightmares in the past few nights of Lexa entering Arkadia only to be shot down by the guards or mobbed by the citizens.

"This is your accommodation." Kane said jogging to catch up to Lexa and Clarke who had been walking quite briskly. He pointed to a fairly large cabin made of sturdy wood.

"Thank you Kane and the rest of my men?"

"Those structures over there." Kane pointed to three longs structures that were built to hold 7 or 8 people comfortable.

"Thank you." She jerked her head to her officer who began shouting orders in Trigedasleng. "We've brought some food and furs." Lexa said gesturing to the wagons.

"I'll direct them to our kitchen and storages." Abby said with surprising confidence walking over to the grounders with the wagons who were over a foot taller than her.

"Will she be alright?" Lexa asked Clarke quietly raising a brow at the girl's mother.

"She'll handle them." Clarke said wrapping an arm around Lexa's waist to direct her to her cabin. At her touch Clarke felt Lexa's back tense and she immediately released her, cursing herself for being so stupid. She darted her eyes around to make sure no one had noticed. Kane was still laughing at the sight of her mother trying to direct the wagons and the rest of the grounders were filing into their shelters.

"Sorry." Clarke uttered walking ahead to hold the door open for Lexa. She said nothing. A sign that they were not to acknowledge what had just happened. The Commander walked into the cabin and walked around examining the structure. There were very few windows located on the roof of the structure to allow light in. There was a large table in the middle of the room and an even larger bed in the far corner. Kane stood beside Clarke almost ready to jump out of his skin in anticipation.

"Commander. Will this suffice?" He said worried at Lexa's lack of readable expression.

"Yes Markus. This will do just fine. Thank you. Now leave us. I have much to discuss with your Ambassador."

"Of course." Kane said nodding stepping out of the cabin and quickly shutting the door behind him leaving Clarke and Lexa alone. At last.

After waiting a moment to ensure Kane was really gone Clarke walked hesitantly up to Lexa.

"How was your journey Commander?" Clarke said placing her arms around Lexa's neck.

"It went quite smoothly. How has your time been here Ambassador?" Lexa's hands instinctively found their place on Clarke's hips.

"Oh you know." Clarke said non-chalantly. Lexa turned her head slightly examining the younger woman confused. Clarke smiled slightly. "It's been lonely." She said leaning in and kissing the Commander's warm chapped lips. Clarke felt all the tension that had been building within her for the last two weeks disappear with the kiss. Lexa seemed to pull any ill feelings or stress she had out of her and make it disappear.

"You should go." Lexa said after several minutes. "I need to ready myself for tonight and you should speak with your people."

Clarke unwillingly released the Commander and stepped back. "I hope you enjoy the celebration Commander." She said trying to regain her formal tone.

Lexa smiled. "I'm sure I will."

Clarke had turned and put her hand on the handle to the door when a thought suddenly struck her.

"Lexa." Clarke said turning. Lexa froze in the process of removing her cloak.

"Don't accept anything to drink from Octavia tonight."

Lexa smirked confusedly as she watched the Sky girl leave the cabin.


	6. Chapter 6

Clarke wondered if Raven had somehow managed to have the music play to the beat that the fire danced. As she stared at the darting flames of the large bonfire she couldn't help but move with it to the sound of the music.

The party had been going on for several hours now and the sun had long since set. They had begun with a feast. Large wooden tables in long rows stacked with more food than Clarke had ever seen. She had felt some sense of pride seeing several of her hunting kills being passed along the tables, cooked to perfection. Some of the dishes the grounders had brought were at first greeted with crinkled noses and suspicious eyes but quickly turned into a sought after dish after the first few brave Skaikru tasted them.

After the meal there had been several presentations. One included a reenactment of the Unity Day pageant put on by the children of Arkadia, a drum dance from some of Lexa's people, and a magnificent fire display that Jasper had concocted. By throwing various powders onto the fire he could make it change from its regular orange and red tone to a dazzling green, an ominous purple, and a blue as clear as the sky. This had been the highlight of the night and had signaled the end of the feast as most people were on their feet applauding and dancing around the fire. Raven had taken this as the cue to start playing the music for people to dance to.

Clarke wished she'd had time to draw the faces of the Grounders when the music began. They were completely and utterly bewildered. They were accustomed to slower songs with intense drums or instruments made from the horns of animals.  
>The music Raven was playing had been recovered from the Ark and was over 100 years old. It consisted of sounds made from instruments that no one knew the name of. Clarke had been fearful that the music would cause the grounders to sit back down and the festivities would come to a screeching halt. She could not have been more wrong. The dancers and drummers Lexa had brought began to dance to the new sounds with such enthusiasm and euphoria that the rest of their people had been unable to resist rising to their feet.<br>That had been almost an hour ago.

Now the dance floor was full of moving people, both Skaikru and Trikru together. Clarke had danced with everyone for the first while but now sat on one of the benches framing the floor, a small tin cup of moonshine in her hand. She'd refused Monty at first but after seeing how happy and free everyone was couldn't resist.

As she watched the dancers move her eyes caught the familiar brown hair and dark green eyes. If anything had proved to surprise the Arkadians the most, it was Lexa. When she arrived to the feast Clarke immediately realized why she had chosen to arrive in full armor and war paint. There she had been the strong and powerful Commander, she had needed to show the people that she was not a force to be reckoned with. She needed to confirm the image the Arkadians had created of her.

However, at this feast and dance she was not a suppressive force. She was a leader, but like any other she was just a person. Lexa had arrived to the feast without war paint, without armor, even without her usual braids.  
>She had let her long brown hair down completely so that it draped over her shoulders in light waves. She wore a long tight black dress and a black stoned necklace. Her eyes were emphasized with dark and gold streaks that reminded Clarke of eagle wings.<br>Most of the Skaikru hadn't even recognized her as she sat at the front table in the center. There had been many confused whispers but the effect was positive. The Arkadians definitely preferred this kind, attractive young woman to the terrifying war machine.

When the music had begun Lexa had joined her people in what looked like a traditional dance but as more and more of her people slipped off to dance with members of Skaikru she had sat down in her chair to watch. She'd only been sitting for one or two songs when Kane approached her and asked her to dance. She had been surprised by this request. It was not a custom her people participated in. However, she accepted Kane request and joined him on the floor.

It took Lexa almost the entire song to grasp the steps of the dance that Kane was leading her through. It consisted of strange arrangement of back and forth steps and a stance that involved her placing her hand on Kane's shoulder and his on her waist. He had been smart about it though and warned in her advance what he was about to do. Lexa wouldn't have agreed if she hadn't seen several other groups of Skaikru dancing in the same fashion. As she had hoped several of her own people joined into the new type of dancing when they saw her performing it.

That, after all was the purpose of the evening. To bring the clans together, and it could not be done if both parties were unwilling to learn.

When the song ended Kane surprised her by bending over and kissing her hand. He thanked her and moved away. She had been about to return to her chair and perhaps for some water when another member of Skaikru intercepted her, he was a younger male with darker skin that she'd never seen before. He asked her to dance and she politely agreed, though she was much less enthusiastic about this boy placing his hand on her waist. It turned out that she enjoyed dancing with this boy much more than with Kane. She hadn't realized it but Kane had been very ridged and formal, as he should have been. However, this new boy was much looser and seemed to intend on having fun. He added new steps to the dance once Lexa had mastered it the basics, steps that involved him spinning her in circles away from her, and then spinning her back to him.

Clarke smiled as she watched the Commander move on the dance floor. From the moment Kane had asked her to dance she had not yet had the chance to sit down. Once Kane had left her, Miller had asked her to dance. He was being polite and Clarke knew that he was interested about this new Commander. Once Miller had moved on several others men and woman began to ask Lexa to dance, all seemed intrigued by this young ruler. They did not leave disappointed. Clarke observed Lexa having small conversations with each as she danced and each partner left nodding, a slight grin on their face. A nod saying that they were okay with her, accepting her.

Lexa was no doubt tired and as the most recent song finished left her partner, one of the female farmers to get some water. Clarke considered rising to greet her but Bellamy beat her to it. He offered Lexa a seat near the fire and the two sat down. Clarke wished she could here their conversation as it seemed much more serious than any of the previous dance partners. She saw Bellamy's mouth moving swiftly and Lexa kept nodding at him.

"She's not what I expected." Clarke hadn't heard Abby approached and was surprised to hear her voice to close to her. She turned to see her mother sitting next to her looking across the fire at Lexa. Who know was placing a hand on Bellamy's shoulder and speaking slowly.

"What did you expect?" Clarke said turning to look at her mother.

"She's just…." Abby searched for the words. "She's a lot like you Clarke. Determined, strong willed, smart. I guess I just expected her to be much harsher and…"

"Less human?" Clarke said filling in the blanks for her mother.

"Don't be like that Clarke. I just… she's so young I assumed she'd be harsh or impressionable. But she has her own ideas. She'… She's a good leader."

"She is a good leader." Clarke confirmed turning back to look at Lexa. "Much better than I would be if I was in her position." Raven asking Lexa to dance had interrupted Bellamy's conversation; the two now moved around the dance floor awkwardly. Raven's leg was making the steps harder so Lexa was leading. She certainly learned quickly.

"If you'll excuse me." Clarke said standing and crossing around the fire to where Bellamy still sat. He was staring intensely into the fire in deep thought.

"What was that about?" Clarke asked sitting down taking drink of the moonshine, which seemed to becoming less and less pungent with each drink.

"I'd never really spoken to her before." Bellamy said still looking into the fire. "I'd only known what you and O told me about her. I wanted to meet her, apologize to her."

"Apologize?" Clarke asked.

"For killing so many of her people." Bellamy said her voice uneasy he turned to Clarke. "She said that we all have the ghost of regret following us. You can either choose to fight it off, or try to live with it. But ghosts are not of our world and cannot be fought."

"So you need to learn to live with it and continue on." Clarke said rubbing the boy's shoulder.

"She apologized too." Clarke looked at him questionably. "For leaving us in the Mountain, for killed so many of us when we first arrived. For everything. She's better at all of this than Pike could have ever hoped to be."

Clarke smiled slightly. "Well, we'd better hope so considering she was born for this."

Bellamy laughed and Clarke offered him the rest of her liquor, which he took gratefully. She grabbed a passing Monty and took a new cup for herself.

The song ended and Raven plunked herself breathlessly next to Clarke. "Damn that girl can dance." Raven said in awe. "She's got this weird way she moves, like a snake or a swan or something."

Bellamy and Clarke laughed.

"It's probably because she's trained in sword combat." Clarke said, picturing Lexa doing her training exercises in the morning, moving so graceful while performing such deadly acts. "They have to move quickly and whatever. Ask Octavia about it."

"Whatever, she's insane. " Raven said tightening a strap on her leg brace.

"It doesn't look that hard." Clarke remarked looking at Lexa who was now moving with Jasper very loosely, probably because he was quite drunk at this point in the night. He was even holding a sloshing cup as he danced.

"This song isn't very fast." Raven exclaimed "and it's Jasper." Clarke raised an eyebrow at Raven. "Fine Clarke. Next song you go ask her to dance, I know you've got as much grace as a bear."

"Fine I will." Clarke said downing her new drink suddenly filled with a strange determination to show the others how well she knew the Commander. They were all in awe of her as a person, something she'd realized months ago. The song ended and Jasper instead of kissing Lexa's hand offered her his cup. She took it and politely took a drink. If she was disgusted by the taste of the liquor she never let it show.

"Now's your chance." Raven said shoving Clarke to her feet. Clarke walked up to the Commander who was busy watching Jasper stumble away from her.

"Mind if I take this next one." Lexa turned her head quickly to face the blonde.

"Clarke…" She said sadly.

But Clarke instead placed a hand on Lexa's shoulder. "I was told to ask you, if you dance with everyone and not me it will look just as strange." Clarke said quietly.  
>Lexa sighed and nodded placing her hand in its familiar place on Clarke's hip. The song started and Clarke was pleased to find it was a slowly song, she knew Raven wouldn't be but this way they could talk without focusing on the movement.<p>

"Did you enjoy the drink Jasper gave you?" Clarke whispered as the two swayed around fellow dancers.

Lexa grimaced. "It was vile. What was it?"

"We call it moonshine. It has alcohol in it."

"Is that what is used to clean wounds?" She asked curiously.

"Yeah but this stuff isn't as strong."

"Why do you drink it?" Lexa said her curiosity getting the better of her.

"Well." Clarke said trying to explain. "It makes people easier to talk to, makes them looser."

"Ah yes." Lexa said nodding, "the boy I just danced with was very loose."

Clarke smiled. Lexa gave a slight grin back. The two danced in silence looking at each other.

"I must say I'm disappointed in you Clarke." Lexa said after a few minutes.

"What?"

"You are not the best dancer I've been with tonight." Clarke glared at her. "You need to float with this music, no matter how strange it is. Like a warrior moving with a sword."

"Well, I'll just get you a better partner then Commander." Clarke said pulling away slightly.

"Come now." Lexa said smiling and pulling Clarke in closer. Close enough that more than just their arms brushed together as they moved. As the song came to an end the two woman found their faces quite close together, Clarke could feel the older girl's breathe on her face. There was a yearning building in Clarke's stomach. Lexa must have felt it too because she pulled back suddenly.

"Thank you Ambassador." She said releasing Clarke's hips and walking away towards the table with food. Leaving Clarke standing alone on the dance floor.  
>Clarke could feel the cold air on her hips where Lexa's hands had previously been. She found she could almost even feel the girl's lips on her own.<p>

"Now that wasn't even fair. You guys were barely moving." Raven said approaching Clarke. "Now if it had been a song like this." Raven said raising her finger to listen to the very upbeat song that was beginning to play. "You wouldn't have been able to keep up with her."

Clarke didn't answer, she was still focused on Lexa, who had gotten a drink and was sitting on a bench.

"Heeey ladieeees." Octavia said walking up to Clarke and Raven, her speech from slightly slurred from the alcohol. "Why aren't you dancing? This song rocks."  
>Octavia offered Clarke the rest of her drink and Clarke took it, wanting to distract herself from the burning in her chest.<p> 


	7. Chapter 7

Though she'd never admit it to anyone Lexa's feet were sore. She had traded her usual combat boots for dark sandals so as to look less threatening to Skaikru. However, she had not anticipated the amount of dancing she would be forced into. The Skaikru songs changed in tempo so frequently and randomly that she had been having trouble adjusting her movements. The result was large blisters where her sandals hugged her feet. She just hoped that no other Arkadian would ask her to dance; she didn't want to refuse them but didn't think she could take anymore.

She sipped at her water and observed those around her. Many of her people had stopped dancing sometime ago and now where huddled around the fire in various groups. Some she was pleased to see were in deep conversation with members of Skaikru. She had been careful when choosing her companions for this festival, she specifically chose comrades who she knew would be open to the new world of Skaikru and would try to make conversation. So many of her people were still so against the addition of Skaikru that this evening could have gone array on their part as much as the Arkadians could have spoiled it.

Somehow most of the Arkadians were still on their feet. She noticed that it was the younger generation that seemed to be the most energetic and vocal. Lexa wondered if it was because of the vile substance they were drinking. She had smelt it strongly on Jasper and even slightly on Clarke. At the thought of the blonde Lexa found herself searching the crowd of dancers. She found her in a smaller group hopping up and down to the music and shaking their heads. She had never seen Clarke like this. The girl was so reserved most of the time. It was nice to see her losing control slightly. Though she was only a few years younger than Lexa; Lexa found herself pitying the responsibility that Clarke had been tasked with. Lexa had been raised to be Commander where such duties had been forced on Clarke; almost robbing her of her youth. Lexa had only ever seen Clarke in this relaxed state when she was drawing.  
>"You've had enough dancing then?" A female's voice said from behind Lexa.<p>

The Commander turned to see Abigail Griffin, Clarke's mother standing behind her.

"Your people have much more energy for it than I do." She said gesturing towards the younger dancers.

Abby ignored her remark. "May I sit down?"

Lexa nodded. She had spoken to many of the leaders of Skaikru tonight and had been expecting Abby. She was sure that Abby was just as curious about herself and she was her. Lexa had only built an impression of the woman through her daughter's words, but Lexa wondered how someone like Clarke could be built from such a woman Abby.

Abby sat herself awkwardly next to the Commander and watched the dancers.

"You are not what I expected." She said after a moment. Lexa said nothing, knowing that the woman was composing her thoughts. "I mean… Clarke always seemed to have this trust in you, but I never saw it. That's not meant to be offensive. I just… I could be your mother. You're so young."

Lexa turned to face the woman; this prejudice was something new. Her people had always had young Commanders, so the trust and respect was simply there. But members of Skaikru seemed to associate wisdom with age.

"I was trained for this my whole life." Lexa said simply. "When I was 8 I was brought to Polis and began learning the ways of war, the ways of governing, and when I was 16 the previous Commander chose me to lead."

"You were 16?" Abby exclaimed in disbelief.

"I was a trained warrior and an experienced leader." Lexa responded simply. "For my people age is simply a number. We gauge wisdom through experience. Simply living longer than another does not necessarily make them wiser. Should one consider a shopkeeper of 50 wiser than a 10-year-old healing apprentice? It's how you spend your years not how many years you have that my people give respect to."

Abby was silent for a moment, absorbing what Lexa had said. Completely and utterly surprised by how articulate and sensible Lexa was. Then her thoughts turned to her daughter who danced on the floor like the teenager she never got to be.

"Clarke…" She began.

"Clarke from my understanding lived here months longer than any of your leaders. She understood this world more than you when you arrived. She still understands this world more than you. She is a strong leader, and a wise Ambassador. You should be proud." Lexa felt a hint of pride swell in her as she spoke of Clarke's gift for leadership.

"Thank you Commander." Abby said quietly. "It's just. She's so young. You were raised with this, I'm sure your parents knew what future you had. But Clarke, I raised her under the impression she'd grow up in space and become a healer. But now she's a woman on the ground and is known as the bringer of death." Abby said this quite sadly.

Lexa thought for a moment before looking over at her own people.

"My people offer her their gratitude. What she did may be considered horrible or shameful but for my people it was heroic. My people's children sleep soundly in their beds now, without the fear of missiles or reapers. She will be remembered our history for what she did."

"Is that why you make her stay with you instead of being with her own people?" Abby asked icily.

The Commander turned to the woman before. "I ask nothing of Clarke. I command nothing of her. What she does she does of her own free will." Then Lexa felt the lie coming. "I play no part in Clarke's reasoning to stay. She is free to return to you whenever she pleases. I cannot say why she chooses to stay. I can however say that she does great work in Polis. Now if you will excuse me." Lexa stood and began walking towards the table of food leaving Abby to her own thoughts.

Lexa felt no particular hunger but she felt the need to distance herself from Abigail. Lexa rarely lied, only when completely necessary and she couldn't help but wonder if it was a necessary lie. As she looked around she wondered how necessary it was to keep her relationship with Clarke a secret. The two clans seemed to be getting a long well. Of course love was weakness but what if there was nothing ready to pounce on her weakness? Lexa also couldn't help but think that Clarke made her stronger rather than weak.

XXXXX

The dance floor was beginning thin out as it grew later into the night. Many Skaikru had left the area and were returning to their dwellings for the night.

Many of her people had gone to bed as well. Lexa noticed a few of her guards were still wandering around keeping an eye on her, as was their duty. She resisted the urge to send them to bed. Though she did feel safe amidst these people there were still those like the man who had yelled at her this afternoon. She wore no armor and didn't even had her knife. Lexa suddenly felt very exposed in the environment, vulnerable. All at once she moved with the intention of returning to her cabin for the evening. She had made it halfway across the clearing before a voiced called her.

"Heda!" She turned to see Clarke walking briskly towards her. She had left her friends. Her face was flush and her smile genuine. The fire caught her golden hair and made her look even more beautiful than usual.

"Ambassador." Lexa said standing straight and putting her hands behind her back.

As Clarke came to a halt before her she noticed how the girl swayed slightly on her feet and her face was far redder than it should have been from exertion. Alcohol.

"I am with my own clan. Here you may call me Clarke." Clarke said cheerfully. "May I speak with you in private for a moment before you depart?"

Lexa narrowed her eyes and glanced over Clarke to her companions, which included Octavia and the boy Bellamy. They did not seem entirely interested in the conversation but Lexa sensed their attention on her.

"You may." She said hesitantly. Clarke nodded and began to walk around the far side of one of the large tents. The fabric blocked out most of the fire's light and even the sound of the music was muffled.

"What can I do for you Clarke?" Lexa said when the younger girl had stopped walking and they were alone. The girl turned to face the Commander and the two stood in the dark.

"What can you do for me?" Clarke asked tilting her head to the side slightly and taking a step towards her.

"Yes." Lexa asked feeling the proximately of the blonde.

"You can let me kiss you." Clarke said stepping so close to Lexa that their hands met at their side. Clarke took Lexa's and squeezed them.

"Clarke…" Lexa began to say, the logical part of her wanting to step away from the blond, but the other part of her, the part she'd only discovered as she had fallen for Clarke planted her feet to the ground.

"Shh." Clarke said leaning into Lexa, her breath warm, her lips wet. Lexa didn't pull away and Clarke's lips closed the gap. On the kiss Lexa cradled Clarke's cheek with one hand while the other slid over Clarke's smooth back.  
>After a few blissful seconds Lexa pulled away.<p>

"Goodnight Commander." Clarke said cleverly.

Lexa said nothing and instead walked around the tent to her guard and departed for her cabin, she felt like cursing the blonde for being so sly.

As Lexa walked away Abby's eyes stayed focused on Clarke. She'd just been on her way up the hill to Arkadia when movement on the side of one of the tents had caught her eye. Feeling a slight fear that it could be grounders sneaking off to cause trouble she crept closer to the two breakaways. It was then that she saw Clarke approach the Commander, take her hands, kiss her. Abby's jaw had dropped. The two young women were leaning against the tent pressed against one another. The Commander did not pull away and instead pulled Clarke closer to her. Her daughter kissed the Commander harder.

Clarke had done this. She had pulled the Commander from the crowd, approached her, kissed her; Clarke instigated it, not the Commander. Abby felt completely bewildered as she watched the two of them.

After a moment Lexa pulled away from her daughter and set off towards her cabin. She watched as Clarke stayed behind the tent for a moment, waiting for Lexa to get a head start. Then Clarke straightened her clothing and returned to her friends.

Abby slowly closed her jaw and turned to proceed up the hill to home. To her surprise Raven was standing just a few feet away from her.

She imagined Raven's face looked a lot like her own, pure shock.

"Abby… I… My leg is sore." Raven stumbled out. "The dancing. Would you mind getting me some pain meds?"

"Of course Raven." Abby said starting to walk. "It's no trouble."

"Thanks." Raven said blankly.


	8. Chapter 8

Clarke awoke the next morning with a pounding headache. She had not drunk that much alcohol in such a long time she'd forgotten the after effects it could have. She glanced across her room and saw an empty bed. Raven must have already woken and gone for breakfast. Clarke dragged herself out of bed and got dressed. She needed to drink some water and get something in her stomach. Her head ache and her stomach churned slightly.

As she walked into the meal hall she was surprised to see several grounders crowded around a few tables sampling Skaikru's food. She made sure to pass by them and greet them on her way to get water. They answered with as much enthusiasm as one could muster after as late an evening as they'd all had.

As she collected her food she noticed Raven and Octavia sitting at a table alone on the far side of the hall. She approached them and sat down, noticing that their conversation came to an abrupt halt upon her arrival.

"Hey." Clarke said suspiciously sitting down. "How are you guys feeling?"

"Oh you know, the usual." Octavia said taking a drink of water. Raven said nothing.

"How are you Clarke?"

Clarke forced a laugh. "I shouldn't have had that much to drink."

"So you were pretty drunk last night then?" Raven asked curiously.

"I guess so." Clarke said confused. "I've got a pretty bad headache so I guess that proves it."

Octavia laughed awkwardly. Clarke opened her mouth to speak again but at that moment the murmur of the meal hall died down. All heads turned to the main door where Lexa stood. She wore her regular armor but no war paint. Sensing the many eyes on her she nodded and proceeded to the food. As she passed their table she nodded slightly at Clarke who returned it with a small nod of her head.

As the chatter began again Clarke turned to her two friends. Both of whom were narrowing their eyes at her.

"What?" Clarke asked feeling a horrible suspicion in her stomach.

"It's too crowded here." Raven said suddenly. "Want to go eat in our room?"

"Yeah!" Octavia answered a little too enthusiastically picking up her tray of half eaten food and walking out of the hall.

"Sure." Clarke said lifting her tray as well to follow, feeling like a pig on its way to the slaughter. Raven held the door to their compartment open for her; she entered and sat on her unmade bed. Raven shut and locked the door before joining Octavia on her bed. The two sat stared across from her, their breakfasts sat forgotten on Raven's bedside table.

"So Clarke." Raven said abruptly. "Remember when you first got back and I said we'd have to have heart to heart girl talk at some point. Well that point is now."

Clarke stared at her for a moment before looking at Octavia for help. Octavia met her glance with a smirk.

"So what happened with you and the Commander last night?"

Clarke's heart leapt to her throat.

"What?" She said trying to pull the panic from her eyes.

"Last night, after you too danced and whatever." Raven said smugly. "You guys danced together a really long time."

"Everyone dance with her." Clarke said defensively. "YOU danced with her."

"But I didn't take her behind the tent at the end of the night and kiss her."

Clarke felt her blood freeze. "What?"

"I didn't do that." Raven said pointing at her slightly. "You did."

"I…" Clarke began.

"And don't blame the alcohol either." Octavia cut her off. "Because I know and you wouldn't even do that, and there is no way Lexa would have let you."

"I…" Clarke began her throat suddenly very dry. They knew! They knew!

"It's okay Clarke." Octavia said smiling. "Hey, I'm a Grounder Pounder too."

Raven snorted. Clarke chewed on the inside of her lip.

"Who else have you told? Who else knows?"

"No one." Raven said defensively. "I didn't tell anyone but Octavia." Clarke felt herself relax. Dealing with these two wouldn't be too bad. "But I wasn't the only one who saw you." Raven said visibly bracing herself for Clarke's reaction.

"What?" Clarke snapped. "Who else saw?" She was hoping it was Bellamy or Monty or someone she could clamp down into silence easily.

Raven scrunched her face. "Abby."

Clarke froze. "My mom?" She said in disbelief.

Raven nodded painfully. "Yeah."

"Oh my god." Clarke put her face in her hands mortified.

Octavia stood up and sat next to Clarke patting her back comfortingly.

"Did you say anything to her about it?" Her voice muffled by her hands.

"Are you kidding?" Raven exclaimed. "We avoided the subject like the plague." She laughed awkwardly for moment. "So long has it been going on?" Raven asked sitting comfortably on her bed looking at Clarke expectantly. "Octavia says at least a month."

Clarke turned to look at Octavia in surprise. She just shrugged.

"I actually think longer but I can't pinpoint the time when you stopped wanting to kill her with your bare hands."

Clarke said nothing; she was still trying to figure out how to play this off with her mother and how she was going to tell Lexa. How could she have been so stupid as to kiss Lexa last night? She should have kept a better look out, or better yet not done it. But for some reason the sight of Lexa ignited something in her, maybe it was the alcohol, or the dress, or the way they 'd danced earlier, regardless of what it was she knew at that moment she needed to her. That was just a fact.

"So Clarke?" Octavia said prodding her. "How long?"

Clarke shook her head. "It doesn't matter."

"Come on Clarke. Be a girl for like 5 seconds. Give us the gossip!" Raven begged. Octavia elbowed Clarke in the ribs. "Come on."

"Fine." Clarke conceded. "It's hard to say how long. I don't think we even know."

"Well when did it start?" Raven asked.

Clarke felt her face go slightly red. "Before the mountain."

Both Octavia and Raven gasped.

"Seriously? You've kept it a secret that long?" Raven said tossing a pillow at Clarke.

"It wasn't really anything until a few months ago." Clarke said defensively. "She… Uh… We…"

"You guys hit a little speed bump with the whole you wanting her dead thing." Octavia said laughing.

"Pretty much yeah." Clarke laughed feeling her face go completely red. She couldn't exactly remember when she'd stopped dreaming about her hands around Lexa's throat and started dreaming of Lexa's lips. It happened very slowly. Rowan's fight had definitely sparked something in her. She hadn't wanted Lexa to die but couldn't exactly say why. From there things had only gotten worse for the kill Lexa side of her.

"So. What's she like?" Octavia said settling in on Lexa's bed. "Like is she an actual person or is she still a robot?"

"She seemed cool last night." Raven said thoughtfully. "Pretty chill but also badass."

"She is." Clarke nodded. "She can be intense. But… She can be… I don't know. Other things too."

Both Raven and Octavia paused after listening to Clarke's attempt at describing Lexa, and then they laughed.

"She's other things too." Raven said nodding in a mock understanding. "Sure Clarke. Whatever you say."

"Oh shut up." Clarke said tossing Raven's pillow back at her and standing. "I've got to go find my mom. You too don't say a word to anyone. Do you understand me?"

"I don't think anyone would believe us if we did." Octavia shrugged. "Lincoln would probably say I was shaming the Commander's name or something."

"Please." Clarke said asking them to be serious.

"We won't Clarke." Raven assured her. "But I want to meet her. Not the scary ass Commander I see all the time. The Other things girl."

"Yeah, we've got to make sure she's good enough for you." Octavia laughed.

Clarke groaned and left the compartment. Though she had said she was going to find her mom she actually wasn't sure whom she should talk to first. Lexa or Abby. She tried to think whose wrath she would rather face. Lexa. Definitely Lexa.

XXX

Turns out it didn't really who she chose because as Clarke approached Lexa's cabin she was informed that the Commander was currently in a meeting with the leaders of Skaikru; meaning Kane, her mother, and a few others.

Clarke stood outside the council room trying to hear what the topics of discussion were. She thought she heard a few things about winter, fresh water, and education. She knew that Lexa had mentioned wanting one or two of Skaikru to move to Polis as teachers to bring the knowledge from the Ark to the ground. Hopefully Abby and Kane agreed.

Clarke had only been outside the door for a few minutes when she heard the tell tale shuffle of a meeting adjourning. She door to the room opened an a few farmers and engineers including Sinclair filed out. Clarke squeezed her way into the room once they'd left.

The only ones left in the room were Lexa and a guard, Kane, and of course her mother. Lexa's guard stood in the corner of the room nearly invisible while Lexa and Kane stood over a large map whispering. Abby was standing a few feet away looking at the two but wore an expression that told Clarke she wasn't really listening.

As Clarke entered the room the three's heads looked up at her. Lexa and Kane nodded to acknowledge her presence then looked down again continuing their conversation. Abby however walked directly over to Clarke, a gleam in her eye.

"May I have a word?" She said, clearly not asking.

There was nothing Clarke could do but nod and follow Abby out of the room. She felt Lexa's gaze on the two of them as they left.

If Clarke had hoped that their conversation was going to be had just outside the council room she was sorely mistaken. Abby left the room and continued to briskly walk along the corridor. Clarke had no choice but to follow.

Finally they arrived at an empty compartment, stood by the door and waited for Clarke to enter. Clarke hesitantly went in, feeling more like a child than she had in years. Abby shut the door on the two of them. Clarke didn't like the idea of the rest of the world being shut out from the conversation that was about to ensue.

"So." Abby said clasping her hands together and putting then to her mouth, like she was praying.

"So." Clarke said figuring it wasn't worth it to play dumb. She'd only wished she gotten to speak to Lexa before this conversation.

"What can you tell me about why you choose to stay in Polis instead of coming home?" Abby lowered her hands and looked at her daughter.

Clarke's blood froze. She was going to make her be the one to say it. Admit to what Abby already knew.

"There are a lot reasons." Clarke said averted her eyes from her mother's.

"But what is the main reason?" Abby said forcefully.

"I'm the ambassador."

"And that's the truth?" Abby prodded.

"Yes, I need to be there for our people. I know you hate it but it's what's needed from me."

"Who needs it from you?" Abby's tone was getting less and less disguised.

"I need it." Clarke said.

"And Lexa?" Abby jabbed.

"Lexa has nothing to do with it."

"Don't lie to me Clarke." Abby snapped.

"I'm not." Clarke answered in equal force. "She has nothing to do with me wanting to stay away from here."

Abby stood in silence for a moment before dropping the charade.

"How can you Clarke? She betrayed us. She's killed so many of our people."

"And I've killed so many of hers." Clarke argued. "And you said just last night that you thought she was a lot like me. Turns out that's just another thing we have in common."

"She's a grounder." Abby said harshly.

"So am I."

"She's going to hurt you."

"She won't." Clarke said defiantly, Abby opened her mouth to speak again but was cut off. "This is my life, my risk, and my decision. I choose this life."

"I won't let her get you killed."

"She won't." Clarke groaned. "I promise." She said firmly taking her mother's now shaking hands. "Mom…"

"Don't promise that Clarke." A voice said from the other side of the door. Both women in the room froze as the handle on the door turned and opened. Lexa quietly stepped into the room and shut the door behind her so that she was leaning against the door.

"I assumed I should be present for this conversation since I am the topic of discussion." She said frankly.

Abby seemed to deflate like a balloon at the sight of Lexa.

The Commmander ignored the awkward silence and stared at Clarke. The blond was chewing her lip in embarrassment. Lexa's green eyes pierced her like a knife

"Clarke never promise about your life. We can never predict our futures so promising something you cannot guarantee is speaking lies."

Clarke shifted uncomfortably "Lexa…" She began.

"Abby." The Commander turned to the older woman to subconsciously took a step back. "I apologize for not informing you of the relationship Clarke and I have formed. To keep us both safe we thought it best to keep it as secret as possible. Admittedly in the past those who have been with the Commander have met less than desirable fates."

"Less than desirable fates." Abby repeated. "Interesting choice of words Commander."

"I do not think it is." Lexa explained. "The most desirable fate for my people is to live a long life with those they love. An undesirable fate is a life that is cut short, or spent without loved ones. Would you not agree?"

Clarke looked to the ground, trying to hide her smirk. Abby was completely without words; as she usually was around Lexa. Though Abby would hardly admit it to anyone the young Commander truly astounded her.

"Now." Lexa's voice was now firm as the teaching moment was over. "If you want your daughter to remain safe, you will tell no one of this. Not yet. Do you understand?"

"Yes." Abby voice was low.

"Good. Now please leave us. I must speak to Clarke alone. My guard will escort you back to Kane."

Abby opened her mouth to protest but Lexa had already opened the door to the compartment. So she had no choice but to obey.

"We'll talk later Clarke." Abby snapped as Lexa shut the door on her. Leaving just the two of them in the room.

"I'm sorry." Clarke looked at the floor; the embarrassment of what had just transpired surfacing. "Last night I shouldn't have…"

Lexa held up a hand to silence her. "Clarke, I was not impaired last night, I could have stopped you. Should have. We are of equal fault. What happened happened." She waited until Clarke looked back up at her to speak. "Who else saw us?"

"Raven, and she apparently told Octavia. But only Octavia." Clarke shifted uncomfortably on her feet.

"Have they spoken to you about it?"

At this Clarke chuckled. "Boy did they ever."

Lexa furrowed her brow. "I do not understand."

"Yes, we talked, I told them to keep it quiet." Those words hurt Clarke slightly. It had been slightly refreshing to speak openly about her and Lexa no matter how briefly. She'd up until this point had no one to truly confide in but with Lexa herself.

Lexa seemed to sense Clarke's sadness. "I'm sorry Clarke. But until our alliance has settled I do not feel comfortable allowing this to become common knowledge. It's for your sake more than mine."

"I know." Clarke said taking Lexa's hands and pulling the girl towards her into a hug. "I just… I want others to know you like I do. You impressed everyone so much last night."

Lexa smiled sadly. "I can't let them know me. I cannot lead them if they see less of me. I could for some but not all. So therefore none."

"I know." Clarke said leaning her face into Lexa's chest. The older girl stroked her hair comforting.

"What can I do to make this better?" Lexa asked quietly. "To make you content with this situation?"

Clarke thought for moment. There was nothing, at least until they returned to Polis, which was still several days away. Then the thought struck her. She pulled away from Lexa suddenly.

"A Girls Night."

Lexa cocked her to the side. "What is that?"

Clarke leaned in and gave Lexa a quick kiss. "You'll find out."


	9. Chapter 9

"You've got to be kidding me Clarke?" Octavia guffawed when Clarke proposed the idea to her and Raven.

"Clarke. I said we should girl talk with you, not with the freaking Commander of the 12 clans." Raven laughed.

"Guys please." Clarke pleaded. "You and my mom are the only ones who know and I'm not exactly going to bring Lexa to my mother."

"Lexa? Is it?" Octavia's eyebrows rose. "Would we be able to call her that tonight?"

"Yes." Clarke groaned. It had taken some time but Clarke had finally been able to convince Lexa to have a "girls night" with her friends. Lexa had be so confused at first, the idea of her just sitting with Clarke's friends and talking with no real purpose seemed like a foreign concept to her. The only way Clarke was able to get her to understand was by equating it to when the two of them were in Lexa's chambers drawing and reading. Just a relaxing night of bonding but introducing two people to the mix. Still Lexa was hesitant but agreed, as long as no other Skaikru or Trikrui knew about it. Clarke agreed.

"Octavia, Raven." Clarke said trying to hide her exasperation at the two. "Tonight, I'm going to introduce you to my partner. She is called Lexa, and that is all. We are going to stay in our room and talk and do whatever it is girls do. Okay?"

Octavia and Raven both smirked.

"And you can't tell anyone about it. Okay?"

"So I'll talk to Monty about him giving us some Moonshine?" Raven asked Octavia who nodded furiously. "We'll need it."

Clarke punched Raven in the shoulder before walking from the room. "I'll see you both tonight." She said waving good bye.

XXXXX

The sun had just set when Clarke walked from the Ark station and through Arkadia. Trying to attract as little attention as possible she walked to the Commander's cabin. Lexa's guard was around on patrol leaving the door exposed but firmly locked. Clarke had only knocked once when she heard Lexa's voice only a few feet from her on the other side of the door.

"Identify yourself." She demanded.

"Clarke."

She heard the lock click and Lexa opened the door, making room for Clarke and the girl slipped into the cabin. Lexa quickly shut the door and locked it once more.

"Hey." Clarke said kissing the girl a quick kiss on the cheek and crossing to her bed. The metal bed from the Ark looked strangely out of place in the entirely wooden cabin.

"Hello." Lexa said following Clarke with her eyes. She watched as the younger girl removed her backpack and dumped its contents onto the Skaikru bed. The bag contained several garments, all looking similar to what Arkadian's wore. Clarke examined the clothes for a moment before crossing back to Lexa.

"Here." She said gently removing Lexa's intricate braiding. Once Lexa's hair was completely free of restraints she gathered the bulk of it up and tied it into a high ponytail.

It was such a strange sensation Lexa thought. Her hair felt almost like it was floating on her head, but this was a Skaikru style and tonight that's all she was.

Once Clarke fixed Lexa's hair she tossed the girl a pair of tight blue jeans and a plaid button up shirt. Lexa stared at them confused, examining the zipper on the jeans with curiosity.

"Lexa." Clarke laughed good-naturedly. "We've got to go."

"Of course." The Commander said removing her shirt and pants, pausing wearing only her underwear and binding to look at Clarke. The blonde could almost swear she was being teased. Then Lexa pulled on the jeans grunting at their strange restricting tightness. Clarke helped her button up the shirt and smoothed it out for her; running her hands down the girl's front, feeling hard abs as she passed the Commander's stomach.  
>Once Lexa was fully dressed Clarke took a step back and stared. She was sure she wouldn't be able to recognize the person standing before her as the Commander if it wasn't for her distinct green eyes. . The jeans caused Lexa to need to stand differently and having her hair out of her face gave the girl's face a new shape. The plaid shirt was loosely fitted an didn't hug the girl's body as her amour did.<p>

"Well?" Lexa asked holding her arms up as if under examination.

"Sorry who are you?" Clarke asked jokingly placing her arms around the girl's shoulders and placing another on her hip. The jeans defined Lexa's tight muscles and Clarke wanted nothing more than to run her hands all over the girl's body. Noting how exposed her neck was and unable to resist it she kissed along it. Lexa laughed and relished in the tingling sensations Clarke was drawing from her nerves.  
>Though she was curious as to what this night would compose of, feeling Clarke's hot lips on her tender neck made her simply want to remove these new Skaikru clothing and spend the night alone with Clarke. But she needed to ensure that Raven and Octavia would remain quiet. After a moment Lexa pushed Clarke away good naturedly. "You will make us late."<p>

Clarke who would too have rathered spending the night in the cabin reluctantly backed away and grabbed the last piece of clothing from the bag. A dark red hoodie.

"Here" She said holding it open so Lexa could slip her arms into the sleeves. Clarke zipped it up and Lexa flipped the hood up, covering her face in a dark shadow.

"Excellent." Clarke said adjusting the hood to make completely sure the girl's eyes were completely shadowed. Then Clarke grabbed her bag and unlocked the front door. At the same time Lexa was at the back of the cabin where a small cupboard secretly revealed an exit. A security measure Kane had ensured the cabin's builders adhered to. As Clarke opened the cabin's front door, Lexa quickly climbed through the cupboard to the outside world. Their hope was that should anyone be watching the cabin Clarke's exit would distract him or her from noticing another form crossing along the edge of the camp. Clarke slowly walked back up to the entrance of the Ark station and there met a brunette in a dark red hoodie, who seemed to breathing slightly faster than normal.

"Okay." Lexa said quietly, her face still mostly covered.

The two girls walked quickly along the corridors avoiding contact with any night owls that were still making their way through the dark station. They arrived at Clarke's compartment and the two slipped inside quickly.

"Someone chasing you?" Raven's sarcastic voice called.

Clarke turned to see that she and Octavia had pushed their beds together so form one large bed on one side of the room, the other side of the room continued a few bowls of fruit, a pitcher of what looked like juice and several extra pillows.

"You never know." Clarke said locking the door. "Some pretty strange people out there at this time of night." She stopped talking as she noticed neither girl was listening to her. Instead their attention was focused on Lexa as she lifted her hood.  
>Raven and Octavia shifted slightly in shock when they saw the strange girl before them.<p>

"Hello." Lexa said casually, unzipping her sweater.

"Hi." They both said in unison.

Lexa walked around the room examining the ceiling and corners of the compartment. Though she was feeling relaxed and unthreatened she still held a bit of her warriors stance. "So this is how you lived before you fell from the sky."

"Yeah." Octavia said her eyes following the Commander, unsure of how to react to her current situation. Raven simply mouthed to Clarke. "Oh my god." When Lexa's back was turned. Clarke smirked. This was Lexa's attempt at normal conversation.

"I still wonder how you survived in such tight living quarters. Trikru could never do such things." Lexa said sitting herself on the small metal chair Raven kept in the corner of their room.

"Well we didn't really have much of a choice." Clarke said settling on the floor equidistant from Lexa and the other two, feeling like a strange party host.

"We couldn't exactly leave and go out for a run." Octavia joked.

Lexa nodded. There was an awkward silence that followed. Clarke feared this would happen that no one would be able to talk to one another. She had just opened her mouth to make a feable attempt at discussing the weather or something when Raven spoke up.

"Well some of us could leave, but you couldn't exactly run."

"That's right." Clarke said grabbing at Raven's contribution in the conversation. She turned to Lexa. "Raven was a zero G mechanic which meant she did all the repairs outside the Ark.

"I'm afraid I don't understand." Lexa said looking from Clarke to Raven leaning forward in interest.

"Well…" Clarke began but Raven cut her off.

"Don't even try Clarke, you barely know what you're talking about." She said prodding Clarke with her good foot. "You lived over in medical."

"While I lived under the floor." Octavia added self deprecatingly.

Lexa gave a small huff of amusement. "What was that Octavia?" She asked assuming she'd misheard.

"Yeah, you want to talk about tight quarters trying growing up like me." Suddenly Octavia was on her feet kicking Clarke's outstretched legs away. "Have a look at this." She gripped a particularly large floor panel and gave it a jimmy. It jiggled loose and she shoved it aside. Lexa stood up and glanced down in the crawlspace below the floor.

"You were raised in there?" She asked aghast. It was no bigger than a single bed, and she assumed had very little light.

"Pretty much." Octavia said a hint of pride in her tone. "Needless to say I don't get very claustrophobic." The floor gave a crack like a whip as Octavia replaced her floor panel.

"It's quite similar to what the cave people lived in." Lexa said sitting back in the chair. "What were you saying you did Raven? You were a carpenter?"

"An engineer." Raven corrected, not knowing that Trikru didn't really have a word for engineers. "I'd going outside the Ark and could walk in space."

Lexa's brow creased and looked at Clarke for guidance on the subject. "But I thought space was lethal. Clarke said that was how you executed your people. By making them leave the Ark."

"It's really deadly." Raven assured. "No air, super cold. But if you had a special suit like I had you could actually go out."

"You never really said what it was like outside." Clarke said suddenly interested.

"Yeah." Octavia said sitting up from her lounging position. "What was walking in space like."

Raven smiled and got up crossing to the table of food and poured herself a drink. "It's hard to explain." She said pausing for effect knowing that each girl was hanging on her words. "Okay. You know that feeling you get when you're swimming under water? That weightlessness?"

Everyone nodded. Raven took a drink of her moonshine juice concoction. "Yeah try to imagine swimming in this endless world of water and being able to breath."

"Like diving into the great oceans." Lexa perked up.

"What?" Octavia asked.

"In the east there is this mass of water that does not end. On the edge of a village there is a cliff my people always jump off of. The water is so deep and so clear that you can almost see for miles around you. "

"How deep is the water?" Clarke asked the deepest water she'd only been in being just over her head. She couldn't imagine water that went on forever.

"We believe it is as deep as the torch in Polis is high." Lexa said fidgeting with her ponytail.

"How high is that?" Raven asked never having been to Polis.

Clarke thought for a moment. "As high as you can picture a building, but higher." Then she laughed. "It's got enough stairs to give you thighs of steel."

"Hey now Clarke." Octavia called. "You barely had to walk the entire thing. I had to go up and down it completely at least twice a week."

"Every morning as a Nightblood I had to run from the bottom of the stairs to the top twice." Lexa said smiling slightly at the memory of her young self sprinting up the steps, hoping she wouldn't fall and crack her knees off of the hard steps. "There are exactly 1574 steps. I counted every day as a child."

"Oh my god." Raven laughed. "No wonder you are in such good shape." Lexa looked slightly confused but laughed at the comment. Raven suddenly aware of what she said cast her eyes are Clarke who just laughed back.

"My." Lexa suddenly removed the tie Clarke had used to put her hair up. "How do you wear these things?" She asked letting her hair fall naturally. "It feels like my skull has been stretched."

Clarke groaned slightly. "I'm sorry. I forgot you don't wear your hair like that.."

"Never." Lexa said combing her hair out with her fingers. "Your skull must be very strong." She added looking at Raven's ponytail.

"Yeah. Ravens' pretty hard headed" Octavia laughed.

"Ha. Ha" Raven said grabbing Clarke's pillow and hitting Octavia, spilling her drink slightly as she did so. Once Octavia had crumpled under the pillow Raven held up her glass. "Now who wants a drink?"


	10. Chapter 10

Lexa's head was heavy. She wondered if the style Clarke had put it up in had somehow increased its weight. She was lying on the cold metal floor of Clarke and Raven's room and could not lift her head. It was not entirely an unpleasant feeling. She could still hear and see everything going on around the room. She was just not accustomed to conducting herself this way. She tried to will herself to sit up but she could not muster the strength to lift her head. Octavia was lying on the floor next to her, laughing at a supposed joke Raven had just made. Lexa hadn't understood it but laughed politely. Lexa's eyes searched for Clarke as her loud sounded the loudest in her ears.

It was then that Lexa realized her head was resting next to the blonde's legs. But she couldn't remember exactly when she had laid down. Clarke was sitting upright, her back against the beds. She was gingerly holding her drink above Lexa's head trying not to spill it. Her empty hand was considerably close to Lexa's hair and she was sure the Blonde was fighting the urge to touch her. They both enjoyed a mutual proximity. It was comforting.

Once Raven had passed out a beverage to each in the room they had done a toast to celebrate the new found peace and finding of new friends. . Naturally Lexa had taken a drink with everyone else.

Though the liquid smelt and looked like a common juice her people drank it had a strange foul taste to it. Not wanting to be rude to Clarke's friends Lexa drank the juice faster than she normally would have, to be rid of it. Or so she had hoped. The moment she had finished her cup, Raven politely refilled it.

That was four drinks ago. Now Lexa's head was heavy and she found she could not focus on a conversation as clearly, but she didn't mind. She looked up again to see Clarke's eyes staring back down at her, the piercing blue eyes.

"Well Lexa?" Clarke asked, apparently repeating what she had just said.

"Hmmm?" Lexa asked unable to recall what they had been discussing.

Raven snorted.

"Shut up Raven." Clarke said good-naturedly. "This is your fault, she was being polite. That's why she was drinking those so fast. She didn't want to offend us by saying our moonshine tastes awful."

"Clarke?" Lexa asked looking up at the other girl.

Clarke looked back down at her and ran her fingers through the Commander's dark hair. "What have you done to me?" Lexa asked sensing the ground turning slightly.

"Sit up Lexa." Clarke laughed supporting the girl's neck and lifting her up into a sitting position.

"How are you doing Lexa?" Octavia asked from the ground.

"I… am well." She replied smiling happily still able to feel the warmth of Clarke's hands on her neck. Whatever the drink was it had lowered her need to guard her emotions. It was a strange yet freeing feeling. She hadn't smiled or laughed this openly since her childhood.

"Good." Raven said from her across the room. "Can I ask you a question Lexa?"

"I suppose." Lexa responded leaning against the bed next to Clarke.

"What did you first think of us when you learned we'd fallen from the sky."

At this Lexa laughed. "I was astounded. " She confessed. "It had been years since anyone had heard tell of a person falling from the sky. I set scouts to spy on you all. Soon you all became a slight joke to us all."

"What?" Clarke asked turning to look at the other girl who was still grinning.

"You were so naïve and unorganized. My scouts only told me of your lack of leadership, forethought and maturity. Like children playing." Lexa shrugged her shoulders. "So I began to ignore you and focus on other tasks."

"Until we started fighting you guys back." Octavia said sitting up. "And kidnapping your people."

"Until then." Lexa confirmed. "Then you became very interesting to me."

"Jeez. It's been a weird year." Raven thought aloud.

"I think most people have thought this." Lexa chuckled. She certainly had a hard time remembering the way the world ran before Skaikru. Her main concern had been uniting the clans, keeping Azgeda in order, fearing the mountain. Now all those things had been dealt with. She had also been alone and had vowed never to love again. Subconsciously Lexa brushed her hand against Clarke's, which was supporting the girl just next to her.

Raven caught this small hint of affection and smile slightly mischievously. Thus far they'd talked about many things from funny childhood stories, to latest things happening in the camp or in Polis but they had not touched on one of the main reasons they had gathered. She stared at the two women across from her. There connection was apparent. After talking more and more with Lexa; Raven understood why Clarke respected her so much. She was intelligent and confident but also had the slightest sense of humor and was a wise engaging speaker. She and Clarke were very similar in most aspects of their personality. However, Raven couldn't really image any romance between them. She'd hoped the alcohol would loosen them up and they'd slip. Lexa had certainly become more conversational but she was still composed for the most part. This slight touch of the hand could be the flood gate Raven hoped.

"I have to go to the bathroom." She said standing up suddenly, catching eyes with Octavia.

"Me too." The girl said catching the not so subtle hint. "We'll be back in second guys." She said opening the door and slipping out of the compartment, closely followed by Raven.

Once the door shut Clarke laughed and shook her head.

"What is it?" Lexa asked looking at the other girl.

"They're just stupid." Clarke smiled, still shaking her head, her two friends had been anything but subtle in leaving the two of them alone. She turned her attention to the slightly tipsy Commander. "Are you having fun?" She asked. Lexa smiled a not entirely sober smile.

"I am. I'm afraid I'm not completed focused on this girl talk. My head is quite heavy.."

Clarke smiled sweetly and put her hand on Lexa's cheek. "Don't let those to give you anything else to drink that isn't water. Okay?"

Lexa would have nodded but she was too preoccupied with the warm feeling of Clarke's hand on her face. There had been many times that she had thought of kissing the girl over the past few days but enforced high amounts of restraint. However, tonight she felt almost nothing holding her back. She didn't care about her people or the problems. She just wanted to feel Clarke's lips against hers. She pull her in tightly, to run her hands along her beautiful body.

Clarke seemed to be feeling this same pull, as she didn't re-ask the question, she too was not entirely sober. She found her eyes darting from the Commander's eyes to her lips. The two found themselves leaning into one another. They got so close that Clarke could feel Lexa's warmth breath on her face. The desire proved to be so much and she kissed the Commander. It was a rough kiss brought on by desire more than compassion. Clarke found herself pushing against the Commander who pushed straight back. The two girl's bodies closed their gap so there was no space between them. Lexa's hands reached over her and grasped her hip, pulling her closer and running her hands along the younger girl's back.

Clarke stroked along Lexa's face and down her neck. The Commander shivered at her touch. Clarke wanted nothing more than to lower the girl onto the floor and continuing kissing on top of her. Just as Lexa began to allow herself to be pushed down the door opened.

The two girls jumped and released one another. Clarke hadn't realized she'd been supporting so much of Lexa's weight. So when she released the girl, Lexa fell backwards slightly too tipsy to catch herself. Clarke went to grab her but found her coordination poor and ended up falling on top of her more than helping her.

Raven and Octavia came into the room laughing.

"Sorry. Are we interrupting something?" Raven asked smirked taking care to step over the two girls and throwing herself on the bed. "We can leave you two along and come back later."

"I believe you now Raven." Octavia said looking down at Clarke and Lexa's tangled forms.

Lexa simply lay flat on her back staring at the metal ceiling a look of mortification carved on her face. Clarke her face red gingerly climbed off and sat herself on the opposite side of the room.

"Well finally Clarke." Octavia said sitting next to her embarrassed friend. "I was beginning to wonder if you and Raven were completely just pulling my leg."

"Hey Lexa." Raven said leaning over the Commander who was still stewing in her shame. "Don't worry about it." She consoled. "It's natural."

"Yeah." Octavia said to Clarke. "I don't see why you guys are keeping this so secret. You both seem happy with it."

"It's not that…" Clarke began but Lexa cut her off.

"The last time the Commander was with someone, she was tortured and beheaded." Lexa said calmly from the floor. Clarke sat slightly straighter. Lexa rarely spoke of Costia and if she did it was more in rage over Azgeda.

"I don't want the same to become of Clarke." Lexa said sitting herself up looking crestfallen.  
>Raven and Octavia were silent. Glancing at Clarke for any type of detail but Clarke couldn't tear her eyes away from Lexa. Was that really why Lexa had been so keen on keeping them a secret? She wasn't as fearful for what it would do to the clans but what it would do to her?<p>

"Hey." Raven said sliding down to sit next to Lexa. She lifted her arm to put it around the girl, hesitated to contemplate what she was about to do, then followed through with the motion.

" No one is going to hurt Clarke." Raven said confidently squeezing Lexa's shoulder. "I'll kill them if they try."

Lexa cracked a small smile, enjoying Raven's biting personality. The girl had been through so much, and still she remained strong.

"So Lexa." Raven said, suddenly very serious. "I've got something very important to ask you."

Lexa cocked her head to the side curiously.

"How many stupid things has Clarke done in your capital, uhh Polis right?"

Lexa looked at her confused. Clarke just groaned.

"Come on Raven…" Clarke began wanting them to leave Lexa be.

"No. I'm serious." Raven held up a hand to silence Clarke and focused once more on Lexa. "I mean, we have no idea of your customs or life style. She's got to have done some pretty stupid things."

At this Lexa understood. Raven was looking to lighten the mood at Clarke's expense. She felt the corner of her mouth twitch at the idea. She looked across the room at Clarke who sighed and just nodded.

"Well?" Raven prompted.

"Clarke has been pretty adaptive." Lexa said shrugging. Octavia groaned disappointedly. "Except for once or twice." Lexa smirked. "Her first official meal as an Ambassador was quite memorable."

At this Clarke sat up straight. "Lexa no!" She cried. "You said you'd never mention it again!"

"Mention it now!" Octavia sat up attentively while Raven nodded encouragement. "Story time!"

"We had all just sat down to eat." Lexa began and Clarke groaned and lay down on the floor her hands covering her face. "There was such extravagant food. The finest to celebrate the 13th clan." Clarke uncovered her face slightly to listen. "A servant was passing by the dining table just as the meal started to feed our hunting dogs. On his way past the table he was called off to help with something and left the try on the table. By the time he'd returned the entire table looked at Clarke to see she had filled her plate with the dog's food and was in the process of eating it."

Raven and Octavia broke out laughing. Clarke groaned.

"She said it was the best she'd ever eaten" Lexa added laughing. Clarke kicked her foot out slightly to hit Lexa's.

"I was being polite." She cried. "It looked like all the other dishes."

"So you are saying that their food all looked like dog food?" Octavia laughed.

"What do you feed your dogs?" Raven asked.

Lexa laughed. "The parts of the animals we don't eat. That day it was pig groin and deer intestine."

"Delicious was it Clarke?" Octavia asked prodding her.

"I wasn't sure if we were meant to laugh or be offended." Lexa confessed. "After all the time I'd spent convincing my people that Skaikru were intelligent and worth keeping alive. She did that."

"Right. Right." Clarke nodded in mock agreement. "Coming from the girl who didn't know how to unhook a bra."

The room was silent. Then Raven's jaw dropped.

"Shots fired!" She said impressed. Lexa opened her mouth in shock to respond but Raven simply placed a hand on the girl's shoulder. "Don't even bother. She's cut you, don't make her twist the knife."

Clarke's self-satisfied grin vanished as she truly began to process what she'd said.

"I mean…" She began crawling across the floor to sit by Lexa.

"Don't even Clarke." Octavia laughed at the shocked expression Clarke and Lexa were making. "The damage is done."

"Lexa." Raven whispered to the Commander. "This is the part where you storm away and make her chase you. It's what girlfriends are supposed to do.

"I'm not going to storm away." Lexa replied simply, feeling the alcohol loosen her tongue completely. "I was just going to say, yes I couldn't get the damn piece of fabric off. But I have to say I'm very skilled at it now."

Clarke's face went blood red as she started at Lexa. Who returned her mortified look with a grin.

Raven didn't say anything at first. Instead she just patted Lexa's shoulder thoroughly fascinated. "That's a good skill to have." She said tight-lipped, trying to hide the intense laughter she was dying to release. "I must say I'm impressed."

"Would you both like to hear about Clarke drinking my incense instead of her wine?" Lexa offered her eyes locked on Clarkes'.

"Alright that's enough." Clarke barked leaning in and kissing Lexa. Ignoring Octavia as she wolf whistled. The kiss relaxed the two and they both leaned back against the bed, completely comfortable.

"Incense. That's nothing" Octavia laughed." Once my mom left out some grease and I thought it was that butterscotch pudding stuff."

As Octavia delved into the story of her spooning cooking grease into her mouth Clarke leaned herself against Lexa, resting her head on the girl's firm shoulder to listen. Lexa remained sitting straight but subtly took Clarke's hand and played with her fingers. The two were completely at home and Raven and Octavia couldn't be happier. They had watched Clarke almost destroy herself with guilt and grief. Seeing her happy with someone made them feel like they truly could build lives here.


	11. Chapter 11

Clarke awoke in her semi lit room. Across from her she could see Raven in her bed, Octavia on the floor fast asleep. She was just wondering where Lexa was when she felt warmth on her back. She and Lexa had fallen asleep in a perfect curve. Lexa's hand was stretched over Clarke's midriff and resting against her stomach. Clarke found her hand over the sleeping girl's. The Commander breathed lightly in her ear as she slept. Clarke only had a vague memory of deciding to go to sleep and ignoring Lexa's offer to sleep on the floor like Octavia. She had pulled the girl into the bed, Raven and Octavia hadn't even batted an eye. They seemed to become used to any affection Lexa and Clarke emitted very quickly.

Clarke shifted sleepily in her bed. They must have only fallen asleep a few hours ago, though she no longer felt the effects of the moonshine she did feel the weight of exhaustion. So why had she woken up?

The answer came almost immediately as she heard the sound of shuffling feet outside her compartment's door. People were moving through the halls, many of them murmuring. But why, it was too early for anyone to be ready for breakfast.

She felt pressure on her stomach as Lexa clenched her hand and lifted her head to look over Clarke as the door. They were both awake from the noise.

"Clarke?" Lexa asked quietly. Clarke lifted her head and squinted at the door. It must only be 5 or 6am, the sun would have barely risen yet dozens of shadows were crossing their door as people made their way down the corridor.

"I don't know." Clarke confessed in a whisper. The feet began to move faster and the murmurs louder. Octavia and Raven both stirred and opened their eyes sleepily.

"What the?" Octavia asked groggily.

Lexa threw back her and Clarke's blanket. A horrible instinctual feeling brewing in her stomach. When crowds moved with such determination it only ever meant danger.

She put on her shoes and was about to open the door when Clarke called after her.

"Wait Lexa." Clarke said slipping her shoes on and lifting up Lexa's red hoodie. As she lifted it she felt an odd weight in one of the pockets. She stuck her hand in and was surprised to find herself gripping a large dagger.

"Just in case." Lexa said snatching the hoodie and zipping herself in, taking care to flip the hood up to cover her face. Then before Raven or Octavia had even extracted themselves from their blankets Clarke had slammed their door shut and she and Lexa were nearly walking briskly down the hall after the crowd.

The sun was just lighting up the camp when the two emerged from the Ark station. It took no time at all to realize where and why the crowd had gathered. On the far side of camp a huge fire burned brightly.

It was Lexa's cabin. Lexa growled as she saw the flames engulfing her quarters. The cabin was entirely ablaze. She made to move forward but Clarke grabbed her wrist.

"I don't know what this is." Clarke hissed. "Don't do anything until we do."

Lexa looked into the girl's bright blue eyes and nodded. Clarke adjusted Lexa's hood to cover her eyes more. The two joined the frightened crowd.

Several Skaikru members were running back and forth with buckets trying to put the raging fire out. But no matter how much water was thrown the  
>fire the flames burned strong and brightly, devouring the cabin.<p>

There was a roar from the other side of Camp as several of Lexa's guards ran forward. "Heda!" Several cried. Lexa tensed fighting an urge to answer their cries of sorrow and rage.

One or two guards attempted to get to where the door of the cabin used to be but were restrained by their fellows.

"She's gone." They cried. "Heda!" More and more Trikru were arriving; Some throwing themselves down to their knees and punching the earth in grief over the death of their Commander. Two warriors ran forward, at first it looked like they were going to try to enter the fire but instead they grabbed a dark mass just near the flames, they dragged it away. Clarke squinted and saw that it was the body of one of Lexa's guards, his throat had been slit.

Lexa turned to face Clarke, her eyes filled with rage.  
>"Lexa, This wasn't us." Clarke cried, afraid of the gleam in the Commander's eyes. But then Clarke realized that the Commander wasn't looking at her.<p>

Over the cries and yells of the warriors a horrible laughter arose. As the laughter got louder and louder the cries and murmurs died away. Clarke followed Lexa's eyes and found the sound's source. The straw haired man who had yelled at Lexa on her arrival stood slightly apart from the crowds laughing at the fire.

"Not so mighty now is she?" He cried. "I guess even fire can kill a mighty Commander." Several Trikru rose to their feet advancing on him, gripping their weapons tightly but the man pulled out a pistol. The crowd retracted, some citizens gasped in horror. "

"What?" The man asked the Arkadias. "Why do you all look so sad and bothered? That woman killed our people, left us for dead." Clarke caught sight of several Arkadian guards trying to approach the man but were hesitant incase he opened fire on the crowd. "Blood must have blood. That's what these mongrels saying isn't it? Well I've had my blood. She killed my wife so I burned her." Then he laughed, a horrible deranged laugh.

"I didn't kill your wife." Lexa called to the man and before Clarke could stop her she had lowered her hood and was walking through the crowd toward the man. The Arkadians parted to make a clear path for her, their eyes wide in shock. Once she was clear of the crowd the man's laughter stopped. He stared at her in disbelief. Though she still wore Clarke's clothing was very much the Commander of the 12 clans. Her back was straight, he eyes hard, her air solid.

Several of the Trikru citizens cried out in joy. "Heda!"

Lexa held a hand up to silence them.

"I did not kill your wife." She repeated. "War killed your wife."

Clarke's blood froze as the man turned his gun to Lexa. "Your people killed my wife, in cold blood. She was innocent, we all were."

Lexa held up one hand, a sign of peace.

"I am sorry for the loss of your wife." She said calmly almost seeming to ignore the fact that the man pointing a gun at her was less than 15 feet away from her. "But you cannot punish for acts that were done during a war. If we continue to seek revenge on one another for things in the past then we can never truly move forward into a time of peace, which is I am sure what you all want."

"You don't want peace." The man said, his eyes wild, gun shaking. "You're people don't know the meaning of the word. You are all animals."

Clarke noticed that although Lexa held one hand high in the air in surrender her other hand was held slightly behind her back, a glint of metal hidden in her grip.

"We do not want anyone else to die." Lexa said firmly.

"You're savages, animals." The man said his voice rising. "Barbaric deranged monsters, and you're their leader, their bitch."

Two things happened after those words, things too fast for Clarke's mind to truly comprehend. Both Lexa and the man seemed to move. The shot of a gun rang out as Lexa threw her dagger forward. Several people screamed. As the shot echoed the dagger spun in the air and embedded itself squarely into the man's forehead. He dropped backwards, he eyes still wide in shock.

Clarke followed the man's body as it hit the ground and bounced before she redirected her eyes to the Commander. She had not flinched. The bullet had missed her.

"Blood must have blood." Lexa yelled once the crowd settled slightly. "That use to be our way. That is false now. We do not call for blood, but we do call for justice." Lexa placed her hands and her hips and turned to face the shocked crowd. " That man twice now has made attempts on my life. It is just by chance that I was not killed tonight. He murdered my fellow, an innocent bystander. In these new times we must call for justice. I consider his offenses punishable by death. Would you agree people of Arkadia?"

Members of Skaikru began to nod. Others yelled out their agreements, some applauded. Lexa held up her left hand to silence them, keeping her right firmly placed on her side. This seemed strange to Clarke.

"Justice has been served. I am sorry for the family of the persecuted today."

Once Clarke saw Lexa's unmoved hand she found it similar to looking at a smudge on a drawing she could not unnoticed it. Though Lexa waved her left hand around emphasizing her points of peace and loss her right hand remained glue to her hip, not her hip her lower abdomen. As Clarke focused more on the hand she began to see a dark liquid seeping through the tightly squeezed fingers. The blood of the Commander.  
>Clarke's eyes grew wide. By looking at her, you would never be able to tell that Lexa had been shot. She stood straight, spoke loudly, and clearly, not showing the slightest amount of pain.<p>

"We all must move past this and learn to forgive as a people."

Clarke's eyes frantically searched the crowd and after a moment she saw whom she was looking for. Abby Griffin was standing near the back of the crowd, her eyes crossed staring at the Commander. Clarke pushed her way through the crowd who seemed enraptured by Lexa's words. She stood next to her mother both watching Lexa.

"Today, I stand before you wearing the clothes of your people. I am accepting you. I need you to accept Me."

"Mom." Clarke said quietly catching Abby's attention. "I need you to go to medical and get a bed ready."

Abby glanced sideways at Clarke confused. "For who?" Then her eyes widened in concern. "Are you okay?"

"It's not me." Clarke hissed in exasperation. "It's Lexa. She's been shot."

Abby glanced back and forth was the Commander to her daughter. "She doesn't look like she has been."

"Mom." Clarke glared.

With a skeptical look on her face Abby returned to the Ark and headed to medical just as the crowd applauded once more. Lexa had evidently finished her speech with some great words of inspiration and the crowd was beginning to disperse.

Clarke began to push her way through the crowd towards the Commander.  
>Lexa, hand still glued to her side was now speaking quickly and quietly to her guards. Many were still wearing their expressions of relief. Just as Clarke approached the guards nodded and fanned out in different direction to complete whatever their assigned tasks.<p>

Clarke felt someone brush by her shoulder and saw Kane approaching the Commander. Without thinking Clarke grabbed his arm and stopped him.

"Not now." Clarke said firmly, knowing that he needed to discuss what had just happened and to deal with it.

"Clarke we need to figure out how he lit the fire and if he has any accomplices." Kane explained, his annoyance at being grabbed evident.

"I know." Clarke assured him, completely understanding what steps needed to be taken. "But you can do that without her." Kane opened his mouth in protest but was cut off by Lexa.

"Clarke is correct Markus." She affirmed. "You are a strong leader and know what needs to be done following what has just happened. You can do it without me. I need to discuss several things with your Ambassador. Then I will send her to you."

Then Lexa strode towards the Ark. Clarke simply shrugged to Kane and followed her, leaving him in their dust.

"How bad is it?" Clarke asked catching up to the now slowing Commander.

"I do not know." Lexa said simply. "I only feel adrenaline."

"Here." Clarke said pulling the girl slightly into a hallway corner. "Let me see."

Lexa hesitantly removed her hand from side. Clarke's heart went to her throat. The girl's hand was completely covered in black blood that had soaked through her shirt. "Keep pressure on it." She demanded putting Lexa's hand over the wound. "My mothers' getting a bed ready for you. Come on."

Lexa nodded and followed Clarke al little ways further until they reached medical. Clarke noted how the Commander's usual purposeful walk was significantly slower. She was beginning to feel the effects of the bullet.

Clarke pushed the door to medical open and immediately crossed to the far room. It was slightly larger than her compartment and had a private door. As she entered the room she said her mother finishing laying fresh sheets on the bed.

"Where is she?" Abby demanded in her voice she only ever adopted while in her doctor mode. To answer Clarke stepped aside to reveal the paling Commander.

"Sit here." Abby said briskly motioning towards the bed. Lexa sat.

Abby began to wash her hands in the nearby sink. "Clarke. See if it went through and through or if it's still in there."

Clarke nodded looking at Lexa. "Here." She said gently lifting Lexa's shirt over her head. She heard Lexa's breath hitch slightly as the shirt passed her wound. Clarke tossed the blood stained shirt aside and stared at Lexa. From the base of the right side of Lexa's binding to the top of her pants was completely covered in blood. Clarke bent over to try and locate where the bullet had entered. It was difficult to navigate through all the blood.

"Oh my god." Abby exclaimed staring at Lexa's blood covered side. Frozen mid towel dry. "Why did it hit? What kind of bullet was it? I've never seen blood turn that color. "  
>"It's the blood of the Commander." Lexa said lifting her arms so Clarke could get a closer look at the bleeding hole just above her right hip.<p>

"So it has always been like that?" Abby asked putting her towel down and rolling up her sleeves.

"I was born with it." Lexa said through gritted teeth as Clarke pressed on her side.

"There's no exit wound." Clarke confirmed grimly. Meaning that the bullet was still inside. Meaning some sort of surgery.

"Damn." Abby said crouching beside her daughter wiping at some of the blood with a cloth. She glanced hesitantly up at the Commander who's eyes were shut as she tried to even her breathing. She was no doubt in tremendous pain but was barely letting it show. "I need to know how deep it is." She glanced up at the Commander. "This may hurt." Abby reached for a small scope from her try of instruments. Before she could do anything however, Clarke gripped her wrist.

"Shouldn't you give her blood?" Clarke asked her voice shaking slightly.

"I can't." Abby said releasing Clarke's grip. "I don't know what our blood will do to hers."

"But you can't exacerbate the wound, she's already weak." Clarke pushed. "You should stop the bleeding before even thinking of getting the bullet."

"Clarke…" Lexa huffed, her eyes still shut.

"No. Lexa." Clarke snapped and continued to glare at her mother trying to decipher whether or not Abby was capable of letting someone die out of spite.

Abby looked at her daughter and noticed a slight fear in her eyes. Abby straightened up.

"Clarke you need to leave."

"What?" Clarke snapped. "No I'm staying. You need me."

Abby sighed. "Not like this." Abby said stepping away from the patient and placing her scope back on the table. "I never allow loved ones of patients in the room."

Clarke stared at her mother. She was being stupid. She needed her help. It didn't matter what Lexa meant to her, they just needed to help her.

"I am staying. You can't make me leave." Clarke's voice was growing in volume and pitch, each moment they delayed Lexa lost more of her irreplaceable blood. "I'm not going to let you kill her. I know that's what you want." Clarke yelled. "Now do your job!"

"Clarke. Enough." It was Lexa whose voice proved to be louder than the near hysterical blonde's. Abby stared at the Commander's whose eyes were open and hard. "Your mother is right. You are no help to me like this."

Clarke stared at Lexa in shock. "But..."

"I need you out there." Lexa gestured to the door. "I need to you discuss with Kane how we can ensure the safety of my people and myself. How that man escaped and got a gun. Do you understand."

Ignoring that her mother was there Clarke approached Lexa and put a hand on her cold face. "I can't leave you."

"You need to. My people need you." Lexa said soundly looking into those piercing blue eyes. "Please."

Clarke released Lexa and took a step back. "Take care of her." She directed at her mother and with one quick look back at Lexa, who nodded Clarke strode out of the room, shutting the door behind her.


	12. Chapter 12

As the door shut behind Clarke, Abby released a sigh. Arguing with her daughter was never easy but this had just been difficult.

"She has a strong spirit." Lexa said quietly from her bed.

"That's one way to say it." Abby said picking her scope up and approaching the Commander. "I just need to see how deep the bullet penetrated and if it remained intact."

Lexa nodded shut her eyes, bracing herself for the pain.

Abby slowly slid the scope into the girl's side and immediately a new wave of blood poured from the wound. Clarke did make a valid point that there was no a lot of this black blood on the bed and floor. Lexa's color was much paler than it had been when she first came into the room.

"That was certainly a kinder speech than I would have expected from you." Abby said positioning the piece of metal.

"I'm sure had one of your people tried to kill us it would not have gone over so smoothly."

"There is no point scolding one who is grief stricken. I am sorry your man had to die." Lexa said wincing slightly as Abby fiddled with her insides.

Abby felt the corner of her mouth twitch. This girl was so relaxed at the mention that she had killed a man today. That she had almost been killed. The grounders truly did deal with conflict and emotions differently. Abby shook her head slightly, bringing her mind back on the task at hand. Ensuring she did not kill the Commander of the 13 Clans.  
>As she moved her scope Abby discovered that the bullet hadn't entered the girl very deeply but from the feeling of it had broken into several pieces.<p>

"Damn." Abby said pulling the scope out. Lexa released a sigh as she did so and she realized the girl had been holding her breath.

"There is some concern." Lexa said smoothly. "I assumed there might be. I did not think bullets would heal as easily as an arrow."

"The bullet shattered upon impact. I'll have to comb through the wound and extract them all."

Lexa was silent for a moment. Trying to absorb the information she had just been giving. She only slightly understood what needed to happen.

"So you need to collect the pieces inside me?"

"Yes." Abby said crossing to a cupboard and extracting a small syringe of clear liquid. "But you shouldn't feel a thing. I'll give you a small dose of this to put you to sleep."

Lexa's eyes followed the needle as Abby walked to her.

"No." Lexa said firmly.

"What?"

"I will not take that."

Abby froze in front of the girl looking down at her confused. "This will hurt."

Lexa simply stared harshly back.

"I need to go into your abdomen. It will be very painful."

"Pain reminds us we are alive." Lexa said lying down on the bed. "Without it we can lose our senses, become reckless."

"Lexa. I don't think you understand…"

"With all respect Abby your people have offered us many beneficial medicines. This is not one I intend to take advantage of."

"Okay." Abby placed the syringe back on the table deciding after one or two fragments Lexa would all but beg for the medication. She put her gloves on and picked up her tweezers. "I'll need you to lay still though."

Lexa sat up once more. "Can you please hand me one of those?" She asked pointing to a table of supplies, which included tongue compressors.

Abby reached over and grabbed one. "This?" She asked holding it out to the Commander. "Why?..."

To answer her question Lexa took the stick and placed it firmly between her teeth before lying back down and making herself comfortable.

"Oh." Abby said getting the feeling that this girl truly understood the pain she was about to go through and was accepting it. "Okay." Abby said picking up her tweezers and scalpel. "Are you ready?"

Lexa nodded, teeth clenched on the stick and shut her eyes.

Abby took a deep breath and plunged the tweezers into Lexa's side. 30 seconds later there was a thick line of sweat across Lexa's brow and her fists were balled up so tightly her knuckles were white. Abby found the first piece of the bullet and extracted it. Lexa bucked slightly and Abby was sure she heard the cracking of wood as the Commander bit down on the compressor in pain.

There was a ting as Abby placed the bullet fragment in a small dish next to the bed. She looked at Lexa who nodded for her to continue. The next two fragments were even deeper than the first; Abby could barely see what she was doing because of all the blood. Abby estimated that she had maybe three more pieces to find as she moved her tweezers deeper into Lexa's side. Suddenly there was a snap as Lexa bit the compressor in half, she sat bolt upright no a hint of color left in her face. Abby took a step back in surprise and stared into the Commander's dark eyes. Then like watching a candle be blown out the light disappeared from her eyes and Lexa felt backwards.

"Damn it!" Abby cried rushing to Lexa's side and lifting her eyelids and placing her ear next to the girl's mouth, listening for a breath.

XXXX

"Did you lock him up?" Clarke demanded again, hating to repeat herself but frustrated by the lack of a proper answer.

"We cuffed him and left him in an interrogation room." Kane said running his hands through his thick hair. "He was so riled up we couldn't get coherent sentences from him." Clarke groaned in frustration and rested her hands on the table. " I figured I'd leave him for a night. Let him calm down." Kane ploughed on. "I don't know how he got out Clarke. No one released him."

"Then how did he end up burning a building to the ground and getting a gun?" Clarke yelled. Still trying not to think of what would have happened if Lexa had been asleep in her cabin the night before.

"I know." Octavia pushed the doors to the council room and tossing a pair of bloody handcuffs onto the table. "The guy was nuts."

"What's the meaning of this?" Kane demanded.

"I was looking at the guy's body." Octavia snapped. "His wrists were shredded. He literally pulled his hands from the cuffs. No one let him out."

"What about the gun?"

"Miller got knocked out while he was on guard duty." Octavia explained. "Someone stole his gun and some rocket fluid from the stores he was guarding. The Commander's newest friend we can all bet."

Clarke stared at the cuffs. There were large pieces of flesh around the edges. No one in their right mind would be able to strip themselves from handcuffs.

"Who was he anyway?" Octavia turned to Kane.

Kane sighed. "One of Pike's Farm Station men. We cleared him after Pike was killed but were trying to keep an eye on him. His wife and son were apparently killed in the first attacks from the Ice Nation. Grief got to him."

"Well." Clarke said coldly turning to Kane. They'd all lost people; they'd all gone through war, that didn't give that man the excuse to commit murder. "You will go through all of Pike's remaining men. You will check their mental stability and check how they are reacting to the Grounders being here."

Kane stiffened his back indignantly. Clearly not agreeing with Clarke's course of action.

"What Kane?" Clarke asked placing her hands on her hips. "Do you know what would have happened if he'd killed Lexa? What the grounders would have done to us."

Kane turned to one of the guards and relayed Clarke's orders. The guard nodded and left the room. Before the door to the room shut Bellamy slipped in. "Clark." He said formally. "Abby needs you in medical."

Octavia glanced quickly over to Clarke who's mouth had gone dry. "Go." Octavia prompted shoving Clarke towards the door.

She followed Bellamy out of the room and walked down the hallway. The two moved briskly and silently. Clarke too fearful for what awaited he to bother with mild conversation.  
>"She's okay by the way." Bellamy said quietly as they walked. Clarke felt her entirely body relax and she found herself winding up to punch Bellamy. "Hey!" He said as she ploughed her fist into his shoulder.<p>

"Why didn't you tell me when you came in?" Clarke demanded.

"I didn't want to say anything in front of the others. I know you guys were trying to keep it a secret." Bellamy said defensively.

"What do you mean trying?"

"Come on Clarke." Bellamy groaned. " I know you. I saw how you acted around Finn and I see a lot of the same looks between you and her. I bet I'm not the only one."

Clarke ran her hands through her hair. If what Bellamy said was true then she had put herself and Lexa at even a higher risk.

"It's okay Clarke." Bellamy said putting a hand on her shoulder. " Everyone I've talked to has been okay with it. Encouraged it even." He laughed. "They think she'll be less likely to slaughter us all with you around."

Clarke let a small laugh escape her lips, a short lived laugh as they'd just arrived at the medical room's door. Bellamy stopped walking and gave her a little nod to encourage her in. Clarke pushed the door open to the general medical area. Her first thought was "that's a lot of blood." Abby's entire front was soaked in dark black blood, not to mention her face and hands. Had Bellamy lied to her? Let her be happy for a few last moments before Abby shattered her world.

"She's okay Clarke." Abby said catching Clarke's panicked eyes. "She's in there" Gesturing to the closed door of Lexa's room. "She's asleep now, she stayed awake for most of the surgery and was great. But she did lose a lot of blood and I'll need to watch for infection."

Clarke nodded, unable to make words, to thank her mother. Instead she walked to the closed door. Took a deep breath and opened the door.

Lexa lay on the bed white as a sheet. She wore only her binding with blankets pulled just up to her waist. There were crisp clean bandages tightly wrapped around her abdomen, a slight patch of black on her right side where the wound still oozed blood slightly.

Clarke found herself standing in the doorway of the room unable to move, unable to divert her eyes from Lexa's chest. Watching it, studying it. Then she saw it. It moved, it rose with breath. She was alive. She was okay.

Clarke moved across the room like a sleepwalker. She stood over Lexa and found herself placing her hand on the girl's beautiful face. She was chilled but not cold. Clarke rubbed her thumb on Lexa's cheek encouraging it to pink up. The motion caused the girl to stir.

Lexa's eyes seemed significantly greener when they opened. Or maybe Clarke had just been afraid she'd never see them lit up again.

"Hey." Clarke said quietly sitting on the edge of the bed.

"Hello." Lexa said hoarsely.

Clarke turned to the bedside table and poured a glass of water from the pitcher. "Here." She said gently lifting the glass to Lexa's lips, supporting her head as she tried to lift it.

"Thank you." Lexa said taking a sip.

"How are you feeling?" Clarke asked placing the glass back on the table.

"You Skaikru made efficient weapons." Lexa conceded. "Arrows don't tear one's insides up like your bullets do."

"I'll be sure to pass that along to everyone then." Clarke said sarcastically, leaning in and giving Lexa a slight kiss on her lips. "Now go back to sleep. I'm sorry to wake you."

"You need to rest too." Lexa said looking at Clarke concerned. The corner of Clarke's mouth twitched as Lexa, wincing lifting her arm making room for her. The younger girl lay down and rested her head on the Commander's chest. Letting each strong heart beat remind her that she was alive. After a moment she glanced up and saw Lexa's eyes closed, her breath even, fast asleep. Clarke wasn't far behind her.


End file.
